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| - ALEXI: Just a fucking cigarette! 


Author's Notes: 

Prompt: Body swapping or gender flip. You can add anyone else in COB if you wish. This was a cute challenge 
and it actually turned out to be a bit funny. It will be posted in chapters, so here is the first one. | used the 
prompt of body-swapping (instead of gender flip, though the latter could be funny too.) This story is totally 
fictional and doesn't represent reality. No offense or slur is intended, its just written for fun, hoping that the 
person who wished for this is content! As usual, | don't own the people and | don't profit from this! Enjoy! 


ALEX! - | - 
Just a fucking cigarette! 
| woke up with a nasty taste in my mouth and a loud thudding in my skull, body heavy as lead. | was sprawled 


in a random bunk, in our tour bus. Alone. | presume Janne must have been still sleeping elsewhere, either in his 


own one, or somewhere in our tour bus, but right at that moment, | couldn't care less, being still mad at him 


- because all this, sleeping separately, was his fault! What happened the previous night was his fault - so 
fucking stupid and annoying, that | was still enraged with him! 


It had all started with a fucking cigarettel! Can you believe? 


We'd had such an exceptionally good concert the night before and we were all still hyped with the abundance of 
positive energy, so partying and drinking were inevitable! | mean, ok, you wouldn't need a good concert as an 
excuse to get wasted, you know - it worked the same with an embarrassing failure - but, feeling already 


enthusiastic really helped and boosted our spirits! 


Janne had kissed me on stage, after our perfectly synchronized solos in Every fime | die, which added to my 
elation. Normally he wouldn't be so expressive with me after people had started calling us ‘a gay couple’ and 
having our management making us give a statement about our status concerning those ‘gay activities’. Not 
that it was a lie, you know, but still, wouldn't come out and shove it in anyone's face.. | mean, we were still a 
bit shy and concerned, let's put it that way.. So, we were admonished to keep a low profile, for the band's sake. 
To me all that fuss was pure bullshit, because, let's be honest - Janne and | were soulmates and we loved 
each other and nothing could stand between us... | wouldn't have minded showing him something more than .. 
you know.. brotherly affection and musical enthusiasm, but | could be wrong - well, usually | was wrong, as 
history has already proven itself so far.. And Janne was more shocked and shy, so OK.. Out of love and 
respect for him, | hadn't minded being discreet... It's not like we were hiding from our bandmates, so no actual 


problem, right? 
But the previous night, shit happened because of that cigarette | lit, after a whole packet of Marlboros and a 
few bottles of beer, mixed up with some other interesting liquors and ..stuff, | can't recall (and dare not, too...) 


because.. Well, you know.. 


" Another one, Allu? How many cigarettes will you smoke tonight? | can barely see you in that fog, not to 
mention that you reek like an ashtrayl", he scolded me - and he sounded pretty serious. 


He reminded me of my parents that always told me off, every time | smoked (= every time | died, in their 
eyes)! And I've already had two living parents to get on my nerves - didn't need another one! All | needed of 
Janne was a soulmate and a good fuck .. Not a father! 


" Oh, c'mon Janne!" 


" It's too many, Allul", and he snatched the cigarette from my mouth, stubbing it hatefully into the ashtray, 
until it literally disintegrated. 


| gaped at him dumbfounded and speechless, perhaps because of the combined effect of the mixed alcohol in 
my system. 


" Hey, what are you doing! | wanted that cigarette, you know!" 


" You smoke too much and | can't stand it!" 
" Ive always smoked, you retard! Now you've noticed?" 
"| think you are too addicted to that shit!" 


" Ohhh... Should | take it as a request - you, preferring me ‘smoking’ your big cigar instead?", and | winked at 


him meaningfully, putting my arms around his neck, sliding closer to him for a proper kiss. 


He didn't budge, though - didn't give in Despite blushing, which was indicative of his grasping my kinky hint, he 


shoved me away, disentangling himself from my embrace. Now, what the fuck? 


" You reek of cigarettes and boozel", was his explanation and | was left staring at him aghast and annoyed, 


having my pride demeaned, in a way, you know... 
" So, now | reek too?" 
"| hate cigarettes." 


"Yeah, but you didn't hate them earlier today, not to mention the last couple of years that we actually 
FUCK!", | shouted offended at him, and Jaska, Henkka, Roope and our roadies, stopped what they were doing to 
turn to our direction, kinda shocked hearing the ‘we actually FUCK’ part of my protest! 


" Shut the fuck up, Allu!"; Janne murmured red from shame. 


" Well, | would, if you hadn't pissed me offl", and | took another cigarette from my packet, putting it 
provocatively in my mouth and lighting it with a match. 


| dragged in a big swig of its lethal smoke and exhaled, satisfied, another lethal cloud into Janne's direction. | 
really needed that cigarette, it completed the person that | was, you know! It was a part of Alexi Laiho, and | 
was not willing to quit it suddenly because Janne decided he didn't like me when | smoked! Not that | could quit 
it that easy, if | wanted, to be honest.. If, | said.. ‘cause | certainly didn’t! Ok, | should admit that | was a bit 
dependent on smoking, and, you know... quitting it would be a pain in the ass. However, Janne had never shown 
me that it was a matter of utmost importance and | thought he kinda mocked me in the face, you know, telling 


me now to stop it, after so many years of being together sharing literally everything! 


Perhaps it was something else bothering him that had nothing to do with my ‘stinky habit and he couldn't find 
another way to phrase it.. Maybe he had grown tired of me - of us - maybe he had met someore else, or 
even worse, done something naughty and dirty with someore else, and my omnipresent habit was just a fucking 


excuse... 


That prospect scared the fuck out of me. | didn't wanna lose Janne, you know! | fucking loved him.. So, what 


now...° 


| took another drag of my cigarette, a bit sullen now and Janne just slapped me on my face, forcing the 


cigarette to fall off my lips, along with a splatter of blood-tinted spit, down onto the floor of the bus. 
" The fuck! What?!" 
" | said you've smoked too much!" 


" You know what Janne Wirmann - fuck you! Fuck you and your stupid ideasl", and flipped him before crashing 


into a bunk, furious now. 


And that's how | ended up waking up so fucked up and alone in some fucking burk.. Apparently, Janne hadn't 
bothered to join me in bed and neither had he tried to make amends for his outrageous behavior. He was 
angry or whatever with me for his own reasons... Apparently, | was worried and ..you know... ..sad, | must 
confess. Where was the fucker now? 


My body felt extremely heavy and ..swollen! | could barely move, and | thought | had contracted some stupid 
bug in the meantime, while partying and drinking half-naked and sweaty. So | crouched in my bed under the 
heavy covers and closed my eyes. The headache wouldn't dissipate, and the urge to smoke that fag, at last, 
was so pressing that | had to massage my temples with my palms, to quell the drumming. ..1o no avail.. 
Fucking shit! Perhaps | had better get the hell out of bed and go find a cigarette as soon as possible, so | 
jumped out of my warm covers and almost stumbled on my feet, as if | had lost my ability to walk, in the 
meanwhile.. Nearly bumped my head on the edge of the upper bunk - hell, was it always jutting out that low? 
Wow! | couldn't recall being so wasted the previous night.. 


It was still dark - the curtains were drawn shut, since some other guy must have been asleep, after partying, 
so | fumbled my way to the rear galley in search of that cigarette - anyone's cigarette would do, so 


desperate was || 

| got lucky with a Lucky Strike and hurriedly | lit one, sucking in deeply, before letting the smoke out, with a 
groan of contentment. For some reason | started coughing, but | attributed it to my great urge or the said 
bug. | took another drag and | was starting feeling a bit dizzy and woozy, so slightly that it kinda felt cool, you 
know... | mean, yeah.. Hadn't felt like that since high school? Back when | started smoking.. 


Then Jaska came into the galley and stared at me with an expression of puzzlement and awe, as if he had just 


seen a hideous ghost! 
" Janne? You smoke?", he blurted. 
" Ha-ha-how funny! Are you blind?", | asked amused at his mistake. 


" | thought you were fighting with Allu last night about cigarettes and now you- Oh, you guys.. You are not 


serious...” 


Wait. | was fighting with ‘Allu’ about cigarettes? | am fucking Allu! And he had just called me ‘Janne’... What the 
fuck?! 


" Jaska, you know... | think you are still wasted, dudel”, | told him, however, | was curious - what had made him 


dwell on such a preposterous mistake? 


| rushed to the nearest mirror. Then stood still in shock! The cigarette fell off my fingers, as | tried to absorb 


to reflection in the mirror! 


Janne was looking back at me! 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNN NNN NNN NNN NN wyw NNN NNN 


And | started screaming, you know, really scared now! Where was me? Why was | reflected as Janne? What 


had just happened? | couldn't help touching the cold glass, as if to make sure | was seeing right. 


" You idiot, you're going to burn the bus, sneaking and stealing cigarettes from the others!", Jaska went on to 
approach me and | grabbed him by the shoulders. 


" J..Jaska..? Who am |?", and he blinked in frustration at my question. 


" Are you stoned, Janne?", was his reply - the reply | was dreading to hear.. He had just called me Janne! So | 
was not hallucinating at alll | had become ..Janne!? Shit! 


"|. l. | need to find..", | stuttered, trying to stand up - but the unfamiliar weight of my body wouldn't let me 


take any proper step, rather than stumble and trip over my own feet. 


" Janne, are you OK? You shouldn't smoke these..", Jaska showed some worry now seeing me frustrated and 


wobbly like a fool." What did you guys do last night. 2" 

" Where is.. Where is ..he? The other?" 

" You're funny, dude - you mean Alexi, you boyfriend?", he pronounced the word ‘boyfriend’ in a poignant tone. 
" Exactly-him!" 

"You didn't sleep together like sweet lovebirds..?", he teased me. "I guess he's in the other burk.. Unless he 


fled, offended and sad at your really harsh words.. Had a fight, you two, last night.. Huh? Love-bickering? 
Hahaha!" 


" That's not funny at alll" 


" Yeah, like the reason you fought, bitching at each other for a cigarette - only to find you stealing his 


cigarettes now? How mature of you! Ha ha ha haha!" 
" It was... It's not like it seems!" 


"Hey, Janne, go get some rest - and STOP SMOKING, ha ha hal", he shouted perhaps for real Janne to hear - 
or for what he thought to be Alexi. | couldn't stand my own thoughts - and a confrontation with the ‘other' 


was out of the question at that moment! 


So | staggered to the toilet, to inspect myself closer, on my own ~- and see if this was for real, a nightmare, 
or some kind of silly joke the guys had come up with, seeing Janne and me shouting over bullshit! 


The face greeting me in the mirror was definitely Janne's. His sweet and naughty chocolate eyes were looking 
back at me, the funny potato nose that always poked into either of my eyes, when he was trying to surprise 
me with a spontaneous kiss and the big voluptuous mouth that accommodated my fully extended dick so 
fucking perfectly.. Now all these were at my disposal, and god forbid, how much | was afraid of it! | mean.. How 
did this happen in the first place? How did | end up in Janne's body? And was this a reversible situation or 


were we like, you know, fucked up forever? 


| touched my cheeks over and over again, doubtful of what | was feeling, and then stripped off, scattering all 
the clothes - Janne's T-shirt and dull, black boxer briefs - on the floor to inspect the body that was usually 


fucking me senseless, now standing stiff and clumsy and so out of place... 


Was | allowed to touch me? Him? | mean, without his consent, without his being aware of it, you know... Damn.. 
Well, for now, that was my body - and merely looking at that naked reflection of mine turned me on, because, 


you know, naked Janne always drives me horny and hard, no matter what... Shit! 


Slowly, all the possible ramifications started dawning on me.. And panic started kicking in, replacing all kinds of 
relaxation and fun and, whatever perverse arousal.. We were on a tour bus, which meant that we were 
actually having a show pretty soon! „Hopefully not tomorrow! And unless this predicament would solve its 
fucking self out immediately, then all hell was about to break loose! What were we supposed to do? Who was | 
supposed to be? | could barely play a note on the keyboards, you know - how was | supposed to execute 
Janne's intricate parts with his dexterity?? 


And who was going to be me? Holy fucking shit - that made me smirk 


| should go find Janne, and see if he had possessed my body - because, can you imagine what would happen if 
Janne was not in there?? OhMyFucking God. 


Fretting out of the toilet like a huge teddy-bear, still naked, with a deflating dangling dick, | looked for my body 


- meaning and hoping for Jame.. 


He was lying there, where | had resorted to, the previous night, when | was ..you know, still myself! | had no 
idea how to call me/him, so | shook him awake. My blue eyes opened up and looked back at their real 
proprietor! So weird! (Actually, | do have beautiful penetrating eyes... Hmmm...) 


A moment of painful and deafening silence befell between us. Then he gasped and put his - mine - hand over 


his mouth, in order to smother a shriek. 
Ok, at least it was him. Somehow, we had swapped bodies.. Janne resided in my body and | resided in his... 


Now, we could witness travesty unfold in front of our eyes.. 


2 - JANNE : No, no, no - don't do that to mel! 


Author's Notes: 
This is Janne's reaction to the chilly surprise. This is a fictional story, not depicting reality, not necessarily 
portraying the real characters of the people involved. | don't make any profit from this, | don't own the people 


and the band and it is written for entertainment only. No harm and no insult intended to these poor souls.. 


| hope you enjoy it! 


JANNE - 2 - 
No, no, no - don't do that to mel! 


" What the hell did you do to me last night? Huh? You and your fucking, stupid habits and stuff and shit..!", | 
yelled at what appeared to be me - my body, which was possessed by my sweet-mouthed boyfriend's soul. 


It was a shock to be shaken awake by yourself as if it were a completely separate person and then being 
forced into a conversation with him, too! Such shit doesn't happen at all, in real life! 


" Shut up, you fucktard - they will hear us!", Alexi said through clenched teeth, in my voice and | wanted to 
slap him for that. 


It was preposterous and unbelievable! It was hideous! Pure disharmony! That couldn't be really happening, ok?! 
" What the fuck have you done to me?", | asked again in a more private tone. 
"Me? Oh, now its my fault?" 


" You are always the one that gets us into troublel", | barked at him and regretted it at the same time 
because - fuck, | loved the idiot! But right at that moment, | couldn't help being mean to him; | couldn't show 
affection to him - especially, while being confined in a foreign (uh, ok, not so foreign) body, looking at my stupid 
face talking back to me in his most annoying manner. 


Gosh, | really did look so stupid and lanky and - huh - unattractive! Viewing me as an external spectator, all | 
could see was an outgrown adolescent with sparse growth on his face, disproportionately accumulated on his 
chin, and a clumsy, ‘boiled macaroni type for a body with a huge, gawking mouth.. Not to mention the belated 
puberty pimps that still blossomed on my face, at the age of twenty-six! What had he found in my fucked-up 


looks? Was he so desperate? The notion - and my image - pissed me off! 


" You, and your crappy ideas..", | continued, indulging in all the inflections of anger instead of worry, staring 
down at my hands - tattooed and black-nailed, the varnish having been chipped off, only making me look like a 
cheap whore who was doing labor-work in a garden in the mornings - and jerked them both out of my sight in 
frustration as if they bore some repugnant deformity. | couldn't bear to use those hands! It was weird, it was 
unnerving! They were not minel 


Alexi, who had been observing my reactions, retorted, annoyed: 


" You know.. Fuck off! Go figure for yourself, you smartass!", and waddled away from me, still unable to 


control, or steer my larger body. 


It looked hilarious and dispiriting at the same time. And | felt so small and light and inexistent, in comparison to 


how | normally perceived myself - my real selfl 


" Allul", | hollered at him - and at that moment Jaska stepped into the bunk area. He gave a puzzled glance at 
my naked boyfriend staggering, fuming, out of the bunk area towards the back lounge, and then looked back at 


me with the same quizzical expression 
Shit, that's all we needed right now! 


" Are you talking to yourself, Alexi? What's wrong with him?", he asked me, waving in Janne's direction, and | 
chose to hide beneath the covers, shocked - because all that Jaska would see was an appalled Alexi talking to 


himself in a desperate way and a clumsy Janne acting out weirdly, so out of character! 
" Fuck off Jaska..." 


" Oh-hoho! Quick-tempered Allu, like always! Are you still mad with your big-big-boy? Is this why he's 
stomping naked out of here, showing us his dick? Haha - Christ, you two are..", and dismissed his notion with 
his hands, as if it was not worth discussing our pathetic case anymore. " You know, he's been rather upset all 


morning - | caught him smoking cigarettes, while you were asleep...” 
" He what??l", | snarled terrified, poking out of my cocoon - no, no, please, don't fuck up with my body! 


Right at that moment, to make Jaska's words more believable, | heard the clicking of a lighter and smelled the 
characteristic odor of a burning cigarette. Peering through the corridor, | witnessed my naked body, being 
abused with a cigarette in its mouth and a stupid blissful expression on its already dumb face. What a gross 
spectacle! | sprang out of bed, furious, in front of the puzzled Jaska and sprinted (like a tiny mouse) towards 
the lurid sight at the back lounge, only to land a blow onto 'my' face (not as hard as | initially wished, though, 


so as to avoid inflicting any serious damage and making my looks shittier). 


" You don't fucking do that again, you hear me?!", | shouted at my lover, pointing my finger in his face - and 


he smirked back to me, barely concerned about any pain | had presumably caused him, only blowing out a 


nasty cloud of smoke for an answer." | don't smoke, so please show some damn respect", | went on, fanning 


the smoke out of my face. 


Henkka woke up to our fuss and climbed out of his bunk, complaining about our shouts, just to add another 


witness to the pathetic scene unfolding. Like we could explain ourselves, or anything at all.. Fuck! 


" Or what, you wild child? Are you gonna smash my face harder this time? | wanna smoke - and l'm an 


adult!", he sneered at me. "You can't stop me, you know!" 


" You don't fucking do that to.. to.. to your body, you hear me??l", | glared, hands trembling, feeling cold sweat 
gather at the roots of my silky, blond hair and a tide of nausea, flooding my abdomen, "It's... Its bad for your 

health, you idiot." - that sounded pretty lame, coming out of Alexi's mouth, but hell, | didn't know what else to 
say, to stop him from smoking my lungs down to charred coals. | was so proud of my virgin, pure lungs - and 


now he would just spoil them on the spur of the moment, for a whim? No way! 
Henkka intervened with a laugh: 


" Oh, Alexi, you can't be saying that! You of all people don't have the right to speak about refraining from 


smoking when you have already smoked a whole forest!" 


" Really? I'm speaking out of.. personal experience! | care about him! You see how FUCKED UP my stamina is? | 
can barely run long and l'm gasping! | can't even FUCK PROPERLY without losing my breath and ..you know-" 
and saw him glare spitefully back to me (yeah, he got my point), "-and cough all the time and spit disgusting 
shit and-" 


" Enough, you jerkl", Alexi stopped me." | never thought you've been suffering SO badly, for all that long..", he 
added and | thought he was feeling ashamed and a bit troubled - couldn't really decipher the expression on MY 
face. | knew he would be silently worried if his sexual performance was somehow a disappointment for me, but 
that couldn't stop me from being more emphatic about my statement: 


" And to practice what | preach, I'm quitting smoking right nowll", | said and grabbed my packet - Alexi's 
Marlboros - scrunching them in my fist, and throwing them in the garbage, totally tattered and wasted, with 
a triumphant smile. 

Now, that was a bold move, as he stared at me with fiery brown eyes, incredulous of my initiative. 

" You don't mean that! | don't believe you!" 

" Why? You hated me for smoking yesterday!", | blurted maliciously at his bewildered face. 

" You can't even do that, you fucking addict! You'll start vomiting in less than a couple of hours.. Perhaps 


you'd better smoke a fag, so that your brain functions properly again and you behave right..", he mumbled and 


our astounded mates looked interested now, from him to me and back, curious at this unorthodox dialogue. 


" l'Il come round and soon I'll be feeling fine! Unlike you - fuckerll", | shouted, pointing my black-nailed finger at 
him like a vulture's claw, not knowing what else to do to make him fucking STOP. 


" If | wanna smoke, then I'm gonna smoke, ..fucker!", my body taunted me and | flew into a rage, hands balling 
into fists ready for a fight - the only thing that might look realistic to the others, being a typical Alexi- 


behavior. 

" | don't like you smoking!", | screamed. 
" But you smoke yourselfl", he retorted. 
" Not anymore!" 


| was about to attack him, but Jaska sensed the dangerous signs and intervened in time, holding me back with 


one arm on my shoulder and a tasteless joke about me and Alexi: 


" Oh, boys.. Come on.. Why don't you go and fuck yourselves off, so that we can enjoy our day in peace..° We 
have a rehearsal in the evening; you've got plenty of time for anal sex so that you don't break our balls with 
your stupid bickering! | can leave the whole back lounge at your disposal, if that's the casel", he said and walked 


towards the front lounge of our tour bus, followed by an agreeable Henkka, who gave us both a scolding glance. 


We were left to stare at each other ominously, fully aware of the real problems ahead of us: what were we 
about to do at the rehearsal? Was | supposed to sing? Holy shit.. And play his guitar? Crap! And he.. Was he 
supposed to fuck up my keys? Actually, that was the only thing he could do right, and being protective 
towards my self-financed equipment | dreaded the prospect of him touching my instrument without my 


supervision. 


Roope, who had apparently been awake from our racket, climbed out of his bunk before we had exchanged 


another word, teasing us with his ..sophisticated words, in the same mood like the others: 
" Yeah, boys, have a smoke and some good sex and get mature.. If he wants a fag, there's nothing you can do 
to stop him.. He is an adult..", and went to the lavatory, leaving us both alone. He farted audibly that only put 


asmile of mirth on our otherwise sulky faces. 


" Alexi, let's please sort this out together..", | convinced myself to remain calm for the sake of our band and 


our love. 


" Oh, really? How exactly do we sort this out, Janne? After all that shit you've said about me.. Dude, do you 


despise me that much?" 


" Look, I'm sorry, | was upset! But you know | don't smoke.. And all this.. Me in your body... Shit!" 


" Yeah, exactly! I'm fucking scared, too, you know..! But right now, your body is the only body | can use!" 
" Damn...” 


" And.. What exactly are we supposed to sort out? Huh? Am | supposed to learn to play the keyboards in ..two 
hours at best? Or are you supposed to shred on my guitar and growl at the mic? l.. You don't even treat my 
body right and give him a smoke..", he said desperately now, almost ready to break into tears - and seeing 


myself tearful was really unnerving - and even less attractive. | was so embarrassed. 


" OK, give me a cigarette, and I'll do my best - for your body's sake only! Just remember!" and he put a 


cigarette in my mouth, his eyes gleaming with anticipation 

| lit it and had to admit that the pounding in my head sort of dissipated. | fucking had withdrawal symptoms! 
How much had he destroyed his body? Stupid, stupid guy.. | exhaled the smoke with a grimace of distaste, 
while he was ogling me with pride and gratitude as if it was himself smoking that shitty thing! 

" Thanks!", he said and leaned in, in an attempt to kiss me. 

| saw my big mouth prepare for a kiss, lips pouty, slightly open, approaching threatening! 

" Oh, nol", | squeaked, abhorred, and backed away. 


Kissing myself was simply gross! 


And that was yet another problem we had to face: how could we even be a couple, if we couldn't touch in that 


way? | couldn't bear to look at my face talking back to me, not to mention getting off fucking myself! 
Fuck! 


" | think I'll need a drink., Alexi said, realizing the severity of the situation and he moved sluggishly towards 
the front lounge, to join the others. 


Perhaps drinking ourselves to stupor literally incapacitating ourselves in every possible way would be the only 
thing we could do - and pass for normall It could give us the illusion of more time to adjust to the new 


situation and figure out what to do next... 


" Wait!", | stopped him. " Put some clothes onl l.. | can't stand looking at me naked!", | said and he complied 
dejectedly, rooting out of my bag a T-shirt and a red pair of boxers | had once bought for a special occasion 
that now only seemed impossible. " Wait... No..", | stopped him again and he looked up annoyed at me. | smiled 
awkwardly before explaining: " Not that shirt - | want to keep it for-" 


" Jesus, Janne! Fuck offl", and he flipped me, ignoring my request, by putting on the sole T-shirt that was clean 


enough for our upcoming live show. 


" Uh... | guess it doesn't matter.. And.. Do you, by any chance, have any clean T-shirts or, you know... Clothes? 
For me?", and touched my petite body indicatively. 


" Oh? Yeah... Actually, | do have clean clothes in my bag, unless some of my T-shirts are smeared with YOUR 
CUM", he spoke out loud for everyone to hear. 


What a pig he was... 


3- ALEXI : Im gonna cry myself blind! 


Author's Notes: 
The situation grows more complicated for the naughty - and distressed- CoB boys.. This is Alexi's point of 
view (encaged in Janne's body) and the way he deals with his predicament.. 


The story is fictional and doesn't reflect the real lives of the people involved. No disrespect or humiliation is 
intended and no profit is made from publishing it. 


The title of the chapter (*) is a reference to Primal Scream's same-titled, sweet ballad ( Cry myself blind) 
which sounded quite fitting while editing my passage - although the bands are irrelevant - so it earned its 


place into the story, somehow..) 


| hope you enjoy this, just as much as | enjoyed writing it.. 


ALEX! - 3 - 


l'm gonna cry myself blind*! 


Janne was simmering in my body - apparently feeling too ..confined, in my smaller and sort of inadequate build, 
and | couldn't help worrying about how off-putting he would find me. He wouldn't even kiss me - so gross he 
thought | was. Should | run away? Hell, | was so embarrassed and so sad that | couldn't bear his distancing 
from me. He seemed as if he had stopped loving me all of a sudden! | was still preoccupied with the previous 
night and all the fuss between us, so | couldn't avoid feeling rejected and kinda broken up. 


At that difficult moment, all | could come up with was negative shit about myself. | had to strive to even 
consider any other option - that maybe he was shit-scared, too, and he was feeling aversion to having any 
sexual interaction with his own body because that's exactly what he would be goggling straight at: Janne 
kissing and fucking himself, not me! And, no matter how hilarious the picture evoked might be, | kinda justified 
this aversion, you know.. Seeing your body acting on its own accord right in front of your fucking eyes was 
already eerie enough by itself - come to think of kissing your mouth, groping your own private parts, not to 
mention stretching your asshole to shove a dick inside! | guess it would feel weird acting as if | were Janne and 
gazing at my own ass, all the intimate anatomy details - National Geographic in full display for my eyes - 
before thrusting in! That would take masturbation to another level! 


Yeah, | guess | could understand him.. | was put off by my own image and loathed myself, but that was no 
secret.. | knew how self insecure Janne could be about his appearance - for no reason, if you asked me - 
although he struggled to manage it and keep it at bay! Getting so close to each other, he had opened up to me, 
confiding in me his darkest thoughts and burdening insecurities, things he hadn't told anyone else, things that 
could easily compromise his image in the band, you know... | had confided my personal shit in him, of course, he 
had elicited everything out of me and, yeah... It was awkward, but it was mutual, too. | could trust Janne with 


my own fucking life - | think he even cared more about me than | did myself. 


| guess we all come up with various stuff that we find disturbing about ourselves, and he was no exception, it 
didn't matter to him that he was tall and striking, at least for me (attributes that | really valued in a dude's 
appearance, me being short and really thin..), he still thought he was graceless! | also knew that he disliked his 
nose, and he thought he had too big a mouth - though I'd always sworn that | adored his supple, soft lips (you 
surely understand why, | mean.. fuck yeah..) Then it was his hair. He was self-aware that in the following 
years he would be facing seriously thinning hair, which is rather frightening and disheartening for a metalhead, 
you know ~- it's like being stripped of your ‘heavy-metal rank, but, yeah.. We had had that discussion in the 
past, but no matter how arduously | had assured him that | would always find him sexy and attractive and, 
you know, such cheesy shit because after all, | loved his fucking soul and not his long hair (I had mine, to 
boast and show off, that was still attached to my head..), he didn't seem to get persuaded, or relaxed, at alll 
He would come up with another thing he hated about himself - and that would be his body shape: lanky and 
soft, with a tendency to gain weight, if he indulged in shitty eating while not being into gymnastics that much. 
Another battle | had to win over, but it was worth the fuss.. Once again, | had confessed that | loved my big, 
soft teddy bear - only to make him more disappointed (well, | wasn't that persuasive, but | was honest in 


loving him for that because cuddling in his soft, welcome embrace was just ..awesome!) 


He wasn't that reassuring with words towards me in general, basically because | wasn't receptive to 
compliments, but after the previous night, | had solid reasons to worry! | had learnt quite a few disturbing 
facts about me that hadn't even crossed my mind before and only made me shy away and want to hide from 
his sight.. Though, how could | hide that pretty big and long body? Its not like | could squeeze 183 cm and 19 
kilograms in a little box, you know.. | was bumping and stumbling on every possible corner and protrusion in 
that fucking bus! He was right to worry about being ..mistreated! (Why did they design them so narrow, by 
the way?) 


So, | managed my way to the front lounge, after putting on some clothes, at Janne's request. | had left him 
alone in my body, bundled in his blankets in his bed, figuring out, fuck knows what. God help him. | headed 
straight for the fridge under the kitchen counter. It didn't matter that it was fairly early in the morning - for 
our fucked-up standards. A beer could serve me right at that moment of frustration - and that's what I'd 
get. | grabbed a can, cracked it open, and drained it at once, in front of our crowd. Then, almost blindly | 
snatched the first open packet of cigarettes in front of our sound engineer and took a cigarette out, and put it 
in my mouth. Actually, that's when | noticed them all, gawking at me as if | was some alien. Which was kinda 


true, considering my appearance and behavior: Janne in his sexy red hot and tight boxers and a mismatching 


grim, black T-shirt with skulls and demons, staggering like a fool and devouring a beer in one gulp, for 


breakfast, before lighting a cigarette! So unlike him... 


" Dude, you two aren't OK! Now what?", Jaska was the first to break the silence seeing me with the cigarette 
dangling from my lips. 


Damn, | couldn't get rid of my Alexi-habits, even if my body didn't really crave it. It was my soul, my brain 
that yearned for that cigarette though, for the smoke in my mouth, coursing down my lungs, filling me to the 
point of completion, numbing my cells, and the comforting sensation of holding the cigarette between my 
fingers.. Doing something to mask my nervousness, you know... | wouldn't feel OK if | didn't have that smoke. So, 
the fuck with appearances’ sake! | - and Janne along with me - would smoke that fag! End of the fucking story! 


" What, what? Can | have some breakfast or are you gonna fucking stare at me as if you've seen a fucking 
weirdo?", | retorted a bit annoyed, unable to adjust my language through a ‘Janne-filter', so as not to betray 


my true identity and scare the hell out of all of them. 


"Man, you do act strange..”, Henkka approached me in a caring mode, and he put his arm around my shoulders, 
staring into my face with real worry. It was nice and relieving to view Henkka from that height. He didn't look 
so foreboding, you know, looming like a giant over me, or haughty and damn impressive like a statue or a god; 
he kinda seemed more approachable and normal, and, | dunno - equal to mel | lingered in his friendly embrace, 
savored his warmth. He was human after all.. He took notice of my unexpected nestling in his firm arms and 
took on a more serious look, before he went on: " Hey, Janne, you definitely don't seem well.. If Alexi is causing 
you trouble, then, you'd better cut it short right now, or | swear I'll punch him! You don't have to treat 
yourself like that! | totally get it that you may feel oppressed..”, and Jaska took over, in the same caring, 


brotherly tone, coming close to me, to hug me from the other side: 


" You don't have to let him manipulate you! We love him, he is our friend, our brother, but he gets totally 
deranged and stupid when he is drunk." 


| was dumbfounded. What the fuck..? 


" Did he hurt you, because I've seen him acting out without thinking of you, which is rather humiliating! Janne, 
its honestly OK if you are fed up with his shit!", Henkka said and Jaska took over again: 


" You won't be compromising the band if you just... 


" You know, its OK if you want to stop itl", Henkka added." We won't criticize you, like we haven't done, so far! 
All we want for you is to be happy and relaxed! I've never seen you so bothered, smoking and drinking like that 


and you have alarmed us!" 


" |.. [.", | tried to speak, to form a sentence, but it was impossible. There was a huge ball of hay in my mouth, 


choking me, preventing me from uttering anything more complex than this pronoun! 


My heart was beating so fast, that | thought it would dart out of my chest and run away, disgusted with who 
| was! So | was clinging to that cigarette, smoking it with trembling hands, because it was the only thing to 
comfort me! My eyes were glistening with tears and | was striving really hard to hold them back, not wanting 
my friends to see me crying - but hey, what the fuck, what did | care if | exposed Janne to theml? They had 
already taken someone's side, and they had decided that Janne was right, the victim in our case! They had 
already condemned crazy dickhead Alexi as an oppressive tyrant and they were offering their support to poor, 
weak Janne, who was forced to put up with all kinds of shit in Alexi's head. | took one more drag from the 


cigarette, until Jaska snatched it from my fingers with a dismissing wave, finishing it off by himself. 


" Listen Janne, you don't need that shit, to prove that you can be like Alexil", he told me, showing me the 


burning cigarette and | could hear the contempt in his voice when he referred to my name. 


Did they all loath me that much? Was | such an asshole, as they presented me - a burden on their happy 
company? ‘Cause sure that's what it felt like! Part of me wanted to hear more of what they had to say, part 
of me wanted to stop the driver right there and jump off the damn bus and start running with no particular 
destination! The farther, the better. However, | was a big coward and my present predicament made my 
cowardice even bigger, to start running off in the middle of nowhere, lost in the desert highways of the 
United States (fuck, | had forgotten where we had been and where we were heading to...). So | tried to suppress 
those fucking, humiliating tears, you know, while listening to my bandmates’ consoling words of love and support 


and affection and shit. 


" Do.. Do you think that he is that bad to me?", | dared to ask - and regretted it instantly, but it was too late; 


now | should put up with their fearsome answer. 


" Well.. You know better, but..!", Henkka said thoughtfully and took a bite of a banana - his favorite fruit, for 
breakfast." You see, Alexi is so unstable because of his fucked up psychology." and he smirked. "But | guess 
you already know that, thats why you pamper him like a little princel", he snorted with the last word." And, if 


| take our recent talk seriously and having seen you like that yesterday and today.. Then yes, | think that he is 
not that good for you." 


" Wh.. What do you mean? Henkka? What talk?", | asked, terrified of what to expect next. Had real Janne been 
talking to Henkka about me? 


" What you've told me about you and - shit, | don't really like talking about your personal stuff, man.. You 


know exactly what | mean." 


" OK..", | whispered, petrified, frigid sweat trickling down my spine. So, Janne had complained to him about me. 
Fine! Oh, so fine! " l.. We are mostly OK, you know... It's not like.. you know... Not like he hits me or makes me do 
shit, you know..." 


" Oh, Janne.. Stop it! | guess you're right, and you kind of like him, have fun together and ..whatever you do 
anyway, but hey, there's a limit to everything, alright? If it wasn't for him, you would be boning some 
beautiful girl now and you wouldn't be grumpy and sad! But look at you instead, worrying and crying over 
what? And last night.. Dude.. Begging him to stop smoking, while all he did was ignore you? Oh, come on man! Is 
this love?" 


But | loved him! | wanted to scream it out loud, that me - Alexi - loved Janne, | loved him so fucking much! 
Yet the lump in my throat - Janne's fucking throat - prevented me from doing so, remaining passive, 


pathetically listening to their preaching. 


" You don't have to do this, Janne! You don't have to comply with him, to satisfy his whims! He won't kick you 
out of the band, if you're worried about that..", Jaska added - the cherry on top of the cake. 


| wanted to scream out loud, at those last words! So preposterous and belittling and humiliating and ..un- 
ingratiating! How the fuck did they come up with such crap? Did Janne really believe that | would kick him out 
of our band? Who was | to do that? Did he really believe that | was such a monster? 


" And girls are hotter than lil skinny Allu, don't you think?", Roope interjected in time, just the perfect 
moment: " Boobs and soft hips, digging your nails in the plush flesh.. All sweet and wet! | believe you need 
some pussy in your life, boy!", his words, the final straw that made me jolt from my place and rush into the 


toilet to empty my guts and let my tears flow, freely. 


That was enough! 


| was now crying and vomiting and gasping, unable to control that fucking new body, wondering whether | was 


as hideous as they had made me seem... 


| looked in the mirror with great sorrow now, touching Janne's reflection, every spot and curve and 
imperfection that | so much adored and hoped he could kiss me and hug me back and reassure me that 
everything was OK, that the guys were just exaggerating and that their words didn't reflect his true feelings 
for me! That he also loved me like the way | loved him, you know... | wished he could kiss me, | craved his lips 
- oohhh his fine, succulent lips - the lips that were only reflected on that fucking mirror, and desperate as | 
was, | lunged towards the mirror and crashed my face into it, kissing the cold glass, kissing the dearest image, 
pretending that it was Janne responding to my urge. | caressed the reflection of his body with affection, and 
pushed out my tongue, to kiss him deeper - only | hit a dead-end, kissing and licking the mirror which tasted 
like anything, but Janne. | let out a desperate whimper... | needed that kiss so badly.. 


And just as suddenly as | had disappeared from their company, Henkka's face appeared in the mirror, next to 
the image | was lap-kissing with rising fervor. Apparently, he was worried by my erratic reaction and followed 
me to my assistance - only to find me getting intimately involved with my reflection in the mirror, like a 
modern Narcissus. 


" Janne? What.. What the hell are you doing?", he barely asked, incredulous of the disturbing spectacle. 


" Henkka? l.. Please.. Go away.. Leave me alone..", | muttered, detaching myself from the mirror. 


" Dude, you were kiss-" 


"-Please, Henkka! Stop! Leave me alone! | need to take a damn walk! When do we fucking stop this fucking 
drive", | whined. 


" We're almost there..", he mumbled, still staring at me with the same expression of mixed wariness and 


dismay. | ignored him and headed out of the toilet. 


Where the fuck was real Janne hiding, all that time? Was he oblivious to all the shit | was going through, or 
didn't he give a damn at all? The fuck with him! 


| took a look out of the window and, to my surprise, | didn't see the presumed wilderness of the vast American 
highways, but the outskirts of the urban environment. We were actually getting closer to civilization! This put 
some hope in my heart, that | could sneak my way out and get lost at a bar or whatever and drink myself 


into a stupor before | would be obliged to attend the fucking rehearsal and fuck up everything. 


And who knew, perhaps | would come across a guru or a voodoo queen and work that fucking spell out, put me 
back, into my real body, and reinstate me in my former status! | was already missing my guitar, but hell, | 
wasn't even allowed to touch it! It would seem strange... 


The minute the bus stopped at the parking lot, where we would spend the night, | put on my beanie and jacket 
and ran out of sight without a second word - not even to the actual Janne, who had just emerged from the 
bunk area bathroom to join the rest of the group, wearing my clothes, so neatly. Well done to him! He must 


have looked awesome, but | hardly spared him a glimpse, so furious was Il 


My movements were so automated and thoughtless, that it took me quite a while to realize that | had been 
wearing my actual beanie and jacket, and not Janne's respective ones. | was sitting on a stool in a pub, drinking 
my what, tenth perhaps beer, chatting nonsense with a native cowboy who reminded me of Zakk Wylde in his 
chubbiest, with a long red beard, a long red ponytail under a cowboy hat and intricate tattoos covering his 
exposed massive arms. We were listening to some hard rock music, like Molly Hatchet and Lynyrd Skynyrd, you 
know, stuff that | enjoyed under normal conditions, talking mostly about fishing at a pond nearby, tattoos and 
fixing old American cars (and | was so fucking interested in that chat). 


| was carried away, literally forgetting about everything - the rehearsal, the city, my fucking ‘Janne'- 
bedazzling-appearance.. The sun had dropped towards the west when | decided that it was time | paid.. And 
digging into my pockets, | rooted out my wallet with my credentials and my passport and dropped them all onto 
the floor in my inebriated clumsiness. My vision was already blurry and | had abused Jane's lungs with a few 


cigarettes, so | wasn't fully aware of what | was doing, being dizzy and stuff. 


" Mon, that's not youl", my red-haired new companion spoke out loud, seeing the picture on my passport as he 


picked it up for me. A blonde, blue-eyed and cute Alexi Laiho was staring back at him. 


Shit! And suddenly the whole pub was staring at me, kinda strangely.. Oops! 


" Shit.. That's.. Uh... | think | took my buddy's stuff, you know..", | felt obliged to explain myself. 


" Your buddy's, huh?", he asked suspiciously. Maybe he thought | was some kind of thug or thief, who knows? 
Or wanted by the police and walking around with fake papers.. Maybe they'd be offering a reward if someone 
turned me in! Who knows how this shit works in the States? 


" Yeah.. We kinda live together, you know.. So we.. uh.. share our stuff? He takes mine, | take his, you know..", | 
mumbled with a lame grin plastered on my face, gesticulating awkwardly, because | didn't fucking know which 
option was most dangerous for me: mistaking me for a criminal, or taking me for a gay? He definitely didn't 


look like the open-minded type of guy.. 


| hadn't told him that | was playing in a band. And definitely hadn't mentioned that | had by some miraculous - 


or hellish - magical force swapped bodies with that aforementioned buddy of mine... 


There was a cell phone in my pocket that | had also forgotten all about. My cell phone, as in Alexi's cell phone. 
It started to ring and vibrate. Henkka's phone number appeared on the screen and | was blasted with the 
memories of his confidential words of support to Janne against me. Fuck him and his stupid shit, man! He had 
hurt my feelings! | pressed the ‘red’ button and buried my cell phone back into my pocket with a smug smile. 
Now you know, bitch! 


"Fl call him later, haha! ..So.. Where did you say you got your tattoos? | think I'd better visit that studio 
sooner or later, ‘cause, man, they rockl", | turned back to Zak Wylde's red-haired clone, who was still peering 
at me suspiciously, and ordered another round of beers for both.. You know.. to ease the tension | had 


mistakenly created and escape a possible dire situation.. 


Well, to my benefit, it seemed that Janne's appearance was more ..formidable and masculine, than my Alexi 
Laiho face.. Well, kind of.. Maybe this guy was put off by Janne's ‘boiled macaroni body type and didn't wanna 
mess up in a brawl with him! Phew! And, it crossed me that Janne had just saved my ass! | sat more upright 


on my stool, taking more a macho bravado, and lit another cigarette with my newly found confidencel 


4 - JANNE: My lover splayed in a scan. 


Author's Notes: 
OK.. | tried not to laugh too much with that chapter.. Things get more complicated, and someone has to pay 


the price.. Well, this is Janne's perspective, so | guess you understand who.. 


This work is utterly fictional and doesn't reflect on real events or the lives of the people involved. | don't mean 
any offense or disrespect to any of them and | don't make any profit from this publication. The songs 
‘Downfall (*) and ‘In your Face’ (*%) that are brought up belong to Children of Bodom, as well as the lyrics 
quoted (**) - they belong to ‘In your Face’ song, 


| hope you enjoy this longish chapter, feel free to comment - | always value it - and forgive any possible 


mistakes! 


JANNE - 4 - 


My lover splayed in a scan 


The moment the bus came to a halt, Alexi kidnapped my body and disappeared without further notice. He didn't 
even talk to me, or greet me, goodbye, for appearances’ sake. He just put on his beanie and jacket and my jeans 


- because now his legs were too long to fit in his favorite cargo pants - and just took off! Bye-bye! 
We hadn't seen him since then 


After our first confrontation in the morning, which led to our sad dispute, | didn't want to join him with the 
rest of the guys in the front lounge and put up a show, so | had mostly stayed in the bunk area, taking my 
precious time in the bathroom. Confined in the delicate, familiar body, I'd spent a few minutes alone, just 
studying my face, exploring all the small details that usually excited me about the annoying, little bastard. Took 
a scalding shower which was supposed to be relaxing - which was not, of course - and meant to wash away 
last night's debauchery. All the upsetting memories would manifest themselves with every touch, sending 
shivers of panic and arousal down the small body. It felt hypersensitive to the mere contact of my own 
fingers! Horny Allu.. | was listening to the buzz of the other guys talking to Alexi, thinking that it was me, but 
couldn't discern what they were saying. | just hoped that he had been smart enough to avoid getting 


discovered. 


So, | was confronted with his morning preparation - like every normal person does, when waking up. His sweet 
face had been looking back at me, expectant, subjected to my whims. It was like those toys for children - a doll 
you have to dress, bathe, feed, and put on its clothes. | couldn't really get used to handling his body as if it 
were mine. And | didn't want to get used to that either! OK, | was familiar with all of his routines, | had been 
used to watching him spend hours before the mirror, after waking up together in the morning - memories of 
him, lying flush in my arms, happy and relaxed, smelling deliciously clean and uniquely Allu-like, long blond 
strands disheveled all around his blossoming face, or smiling satisfied after a hot se(x)ssion in bed flooded my 
mind mercilessly - but | couldn't really know how to apply all that knowledge to his preference. | resorted to 
the basic stuff that | would do, anyway, to look decent to the rest of the world. | meticulously shaved his 
pretty face, trimming neatly the little tuft under his bottom lip, caressing the immaculate skin (that | was 
often jealous of). | put on some aftershave - because he had very sensitive skin - and combed his beautiful 
hair backwards, to reveal his forehead. Fuck, those eyes.. His magnetizing, blue eyes.. | could spend hours in 
front of the mirror without getting enough of them! Damn, | was in love with his eyes, | could literally drown 
in their exotic blue pools. | wiped the previous day's smudged eyeliner carefully with some soaked toilet paper, 
so as not to irritate them and took a closer look.. Something was amiss... His face looked a bit empty and pale. 


Then it dawned on me that Alexi was always wearing eyeliner, so | had better put some on, to be identifiable. 


| had never done it on my face before and wondered how to do it, staring at the black kohl pencil | found in his 
shaving kit. | had always been good at sketching, so | thought that | could give it a try! It turned out to be 
more difficult than expected and | spent quite a lot of time drawing lines, filling them in, then smudging them 
to correct the symmetrical winged shape... Alexi's symmetrical face was supposed to make things easier for 
me - and a random piece of information, from when | was at high school, popped up in my mind, that, actually, 
beauty could be measured objectively in terms of symmetry; symmetry was the major (if not the only) trait 


of beauty, and his face was undoubtedly symmetrical - and therefore beautiful... 


However, despite the symmetrical foundation | was granted, the final result must have been a bit unnerving 
and, lets say, bizarre, judging by the expression of my fellow bandmates. They ogled at me worried, bothered, 
maybe a bit amused, and definitely confused. | think they were caught off guard and taken aback, because 
simultaneously with my entrance in the front lounge, Alexi - or, to be more precise, My Body - was fleeing 


the bus in a haste. 


" Allu! There you are! So.. Uh.. Are you ..ready?", Jaska asked me, peering at my face, to see me better and 
then he exchanged troubled, maybe amused glances with the others. | think they saw a raccoon, or a damsel, 
looking back at them, instead of their cute little frontman and so | was sure that | was not born to become a 


make-up artist, dammit.. 


" Yeah... Fuck, yeah", | tried to imitate his mannerism, just for a little while, as my hunger made my tiny 
stomach groan. It was an indication | couldn't ignore, unlike my bony lover." Is there something for breakfast?", 


and they looked back at me surprised, as they didn't expect Alexi to be hungry. 


" You're hungry? Really?", Henkka wanted to confirm my words and | nodded, a bit guilty. 


He tossed me a banana, warily, mostly as an experiment, to check my sanity. | grabbed it and peeled it eagerly, 


under their silent scrutiny. What? | liked bananas! 


The look on their faces made me feel strange. 


" What, guys?" 


" What the fuck did you do with your eyes? You look like a whore..", Roope said emphatically, tugging me from 
my chin to inspect my face thoroughly and he lit a cigarette, with a frown. | guess his words condensed all 
their troublesome thoughts about me. 


" | thought it would be fun to renew my style, you know.. Try something different.. Something cool..", | replied 


feigning nonchalance, like, ‘dude, everything's under controll 


" Renew your style? Man, you look as if Amy Winehouse had a stroke! Are you serious?", Henkka remarked in 


a cautious tone. 


"| think it's quite ..symmetrical..” 


i Symmetrical? „Whatever, Alexi..", he gave up hope of talking sense into me, without any further comment. 


" So.. Where's Janne?", | changed the subject, chomping on my fruit. | was still feeling hungry so | took another 
banana from the fruit basket, catching their attention. 


" Oh, seriously? You don't know?", Henkka rebuffed me. He seemed pretty annoyed with me - with Alexi - for 


some reason | couldn't fathom. 


"Know what?", and Jaska intervened: 


" Come on Allu, cut the bullshit! You've hurt him with your shit! He was really helpless and acted so, so out of 
character, that he took off for a walk as he said, to calm down.. | felt sorry for the guy..", Jaska informed me 


and Henkka added: 


" | talked to him a bit while you were locked in the bathroom doing this ..this piece of art on your face, and 


mind me; | was being honest when telling him to dump you-" 


" Dump me?!" 


" Yes- because you're not treating him right! You've been acting like an asshole lately and you've put too much 


pressure on him! And that's not the first time he's told me about you!" 


" Wha-What?", | retorted. 


Holy crap! Was that necessary? OK, | had talked to Henkka in the past about Alexi, mostly while intoxicated with 
too much alcohol, because | adored shocking him with inappropriate stuff, rather than actually whining about 
Alexi. Although, | might have been truthful once or twice when | had felt that Alexi was ignoring me more than 
| could deal with and needed some comforting. He had never interfered up to that day, so why on earth did he 
do so, today, of all days? | was sorry for Alexi, being blasted with.. too much information - not that he didn't 
deserve it.. But still.. 


" | thought it right so that you knew... If you really love him, as you claim you do, then you'd better treat him 


right! Janne is our brother and he's more vulnerable than you, Allu!" 


i Why would you say that, dude? Is he stupid? Or you mean he is naive and inexperienced, and I've been 
corrupting him?" | retorted, a bit predisposed with my own insecurities and my own ‘logical’ assumptions - did 


they think | was Allu's lame puppy? 


" He's not naive, nor stupid, as you make him appear! Actually, he's wiser than you! He just wants to please 
you because he's scared that you'll kick him out! So, mind your behavior, or I'll punch youl", Henkka raised his 


voice emphatically. 


" Wha.. Is that what you've been talking with him about?" 


" Maybe! But you, be careful with him, | warn youl", Henkka decreed, pointing his finger in my face before one 


of our staff interrupted us, delivering us the schedule and putting an end to the unsettling conversation 


We would be having a rehearsal in the evening at some practice hall, then dinner, and the whole night was free, 
to party, go out, or rest! Yeah, | was so much in the mood for partying..! The morning we were programmed 
to set off for the venue where the concert would take place.. That would be in two days' time. Which was 
pretty soon, and unless we had figured out a way to pull through this body-swap terror unscathed, that 


might cost Cob's career... Fear knocked on my door suddenly and | gasped almost in a panic. 


Cold sweat ran down my spine and | realized that apart from others, | was experiencing the symptoms of 
nicotine addiction! | needed to smoke again - for Fuck's sake! | had no idea if he had any cigarettes left and | 
was squirming at my place restlessly, biting my cuticles, chewing whatever | thought was edible. Henkka was 
observing me closely, which added to my stress. Couldn't he just ..go away, or be discreet and give me some .. 
space? My temples were thudding fast, like Jaska's drums on ‘Downfall... It was unbearable. | wanted to cry - 


and Alexi was nowhere around to guide me with his fucking habits and ..body issues... 


"Here. Take this..", Roope slid next to me and passed me a cigarette. | stared at it hesitantly, but he pressed 
on: "You are in no place to quit it now, Allu.. At least, not before you find your way with your honey-lover.., 
so | was obliged to accept the shit. | was pretty sure that my movements to light it would reveal my lack of 
expertise - and eventually my true identity. And Henkka's omnipresent stare was creeping me out, all the time, 


observing my every single movement like a vulture over a corpsel 


| lit the cigarette and sucked in deeply before | burst into coughing. Roope patted me on my back: 


" Easy, boy.. Take it easy - it's not a cock!" 


Hell, fuck, no! | felt so ashamed! What would Alexi do on such an occasion..? 


| tried to adjust and after a while, the cigarette was setting my nerves straight. | couldn't bear their scrutiny 


any longer, so | climbed into my bunk, not joining them to their morning stroll. Perhaps, relaxing for a while 


might give me an answer or a solution.. Or at least | could pray for that because in a few hours we had the 


damn rehearsal. 


And Alexi was nowhere to be seen. 


So, | chose to watch the time pass by, inert, lying in my bed, gazing at the ceiling, after the awkward morning 
bashing. | heard them returning from their walk, shouting and speaking loud, relaxed, and happy, while | was 
sulking in my private hell, trying to avoid too much contact with them, trying to avoid comments of any type; 
then, as time was ticking off, their voices became a worried susurrus about our ‘keyboardist's' prolonged 
absence. An absence that was registered as Alexi's fault, of course. And the time for our rehearsal was 
coming closer.. The silence around me had become so deafening, as it was nourishing my loud, perturbing 
thoughts. Yeah, my thoughts were loud, haunting this tiny brain | was compromised with for the time being 
(hopefully). And trust me, it was unbearable. 


| heard footsteps coming towards my lair. It was Jaska. 


" Did you speak with Janne?", he asked me and | shook my head. 


Could he see that | was worried as fuck, too? | was glancing at Alexi's guitar, secured on its stand, trying to 
accept my fate, that | should begin affiliating myself with the instrument. The black guitar with the yellow 
stripe looked like a dangerous bumble-bee that would sting me with any misstep I'd take on it.. Holy shit.. 


" Allu, are you OK? You look rather pale..", Jaska asked me. 


"I'm fine." 


" Sorry for earlier, but.. shit.. Just sorry. Didn't mean to bash at you.. We care for both of you...” 


" Yeah... Sure... Its OK.. I'm... | just wanna stay on my own for a while...” 


" Oh, OK.. Just.. don't forget about the rehearsal. It's in an hour...” 


" Great!" 


My heart sunk down to my knees. Where the hell was Alexi? Would he just leave me alone to deal with the 


beast? | needed a partner in the show! It was scary to be on my own.. 


| made up my mind about staying in bed and walked to the front lounge, where the rest of the guys were 


discussing rather disconcerted now. 


‘Janne’ was AWOL... | couldn't disprove them, of course, but | was silently steaming with fury for Alexi, 
because, damn, that was HIS fault, for sure! However, taking advantage of my identity, he had escaped all 
trouble - because, fuck, ‘Janne’ was hurt and needed time on his own and everybody on the bus was eager to 
excuse him, whereas ‘Alexi' was the asshole, and it was me, who had to impersonate him and deal with the 


blast of their resentment.. Fuck him.. What a cunning little bitch, he was! 


| caught Henkka trying to call him, and all of a sudden, my cell phone started to vibrate, with his incoming call. | 
was horrified! The fool had taken his real phone with him! | looked for my wallet and credentials, and damn, he 
had mistakenly taken Alexi Laiho's real stuff. What an idiot! The others started smirking and teasing me for 


our lame romance: 


" Oh.. So now you can't even separate your shit?! How cute...” 


" Ooohhhh... So sweet...” 


"Amor amor", and such corny bullshit. 


Fuck. It was disgusting. | felt so embarrassed - | was on the brink of a massive collapse! 


Henkka tried to reach him on his real cell phone, but to his astonishment, he declined the call. 


" OK, we can't wait for him forever! He's not answering.. I've texted him where we'll be playing, he's a clever 


boy to figure out his way!" - and glared at me, the ‘non-clever-boy'. " We can start practicing and it's OK, if 


he skips today's rehearsal. He's always well prepared, so no big deal..", and the others agreed on that, making 
me silently proud of my piano skills. 


It only left me with the need to prove my skills at playing guitar and singing.. Alexis axe was ‘grinning’ wickedly 
back at me whenever | darted my eyes in its direction, so | grabbed the evil thing and shoved it in its case. 
There you go! Lets see how weil get along, you dick! 


| started feeling dizzy and edgy. | lit a cigarette, in case it was my body, malfunctioning again - but didn't get 
the desirable results. My head was still pounding and the nauseating feeling wouldn't subside, even when we 
entered the rehearsal place. Quite the opposite, I'd say. | was having a panic attack. OK, breath in, breath out.. 


| plugged the wrong cable in Alexi's guitar, and | fucked up with tuning it, so | had Roope do it for me. My 
hands were trembling when he passed the sinister instrument back to me! | nearly dropped it on the floor, 
which earned Henkka's and Jaska's scared gasps. Normally Alexi would be furious with himself for such 
mishandling, but | passed it without any comment - without any cursing, which might have seemed quite a 
‘non-Alexi' reaction. But right at that moment, my agitation was SO GREAT that there was no room for ... 


Oscars’ acting! 


Could anyone tell me why | was going through that shit, while my beloved one had wisely evaded all 
humiliation? Why? How did that happen to us, in the first place? Who played this horrible prank to us? And 
how did | fucking end up pretending to be Alexi, ready to shred on his guitar? 


Jaska counted the tempo for ‘Downfall with his drumsticks, and then ..cacophony commenced! 


| strummed something utterly irrelevant, so fucking out of sync - out of scale, out of tune, out of everything! 
| couldn't follow, and the damn little body LACKED any cell memory, to drive those agile, spindly fingers on the 
guitar fretboard! (That was a Biology note, that the human body didn't have any stand-alone memory for 
complicated functions, it actually needed a brain to operate its distinct members) My hands weren't 
cooperative at all; they were not even operative, to start with. The guys looked at each other astonished by 
the traumatizing sound and | guffawed awkwardly. | played worse than a beginner; | couldn't hit any notes 
correctly! It was as if the guitar had a life of its own and had decided it didn't want to cooperate with me 
tonight! My shock was so obvious - | was swinging between laughing and crying, because, damn, the whole 
situation was comicall | opened my mouth and let out a growl that sounded more like a fluttering groan or a 


muffled sob, and burst into laughter again. 


" Alexi? What the fuck?!" 


" | can't play if Janne's keyboards are missing..", | said in my panic - which was more upsetting than hitting the 
wrong chords. 


" You must be kidding!", Roope gawked at me. 


" OK, let's play ‘In your face**' instead, that doesn't need Janne's keyboards..", that was Henkka speaking - and, 
what exactly did he just say? | would be furious if | could be my real Janne self, but.. Hell, that would be 


worse. 


So, Jaska started counting for ‘In your face**.. 


| chugged the guitar pick across the strings, trying to produce a (dis)harmonic mixture - any note - out of 
tempo of course, out of accord with the rest of the guys, because | had to calculate visually where | should 
put my fingers on the frets. And then | tangled the right hand's fingers with the whammy bar, making the 
guitar neigh like a disgruntled horse, completely out of context! | was unable to make it stop, no matter how 
frantically | slapped my fingers on the body of the guitar. Alexi would never do that - he was a guitar expert 
- so | assume that | must have looked rather disquieting. 


" Conflict, terror, hear the noise..**", | croaked the lyrics (in hope that they were correct), entering at the 
wrong meter and everybody went suddenly still. 


" What the fuck are you doing, Allu?", Jaska freaked out. 


" Uh... m.. My voice isn't OK today..", | tried to say. 


" Your voice? Your voice?! Are you kidding us? Because its not that funny! This is very serious! This is OUR 
damn job, Allu and you are... Fuckl", Henkka scolded me. 


" m.. Im trying, but | think | have this headache..", | stuttered. 


" Bullshit!!! You are just being a jerk, that's alll It's because Janne dumped you, isn't it?l", Henkka pressed on and 
Jaska spoke, equally frustrated, but less intensely: 


" You know, our fans have paid for this show! They've bought tickets! You must show some respect! | don't 
care about your headache if you're high on drugs or whatever. You've played with a lot worse shit, so | know 


that's not the case! Please come round!" 


" Let's start again ‘In your Face**..", Henkka requested sternly, having cooled down a tiny bit, following Jaska's 


essential intervention. 


My god.. There was nothing | could do and they were right. Our fans loved us and would expect an awesome 
concert, like always. It didn't matter to them that | was on my deathbed or stressed out to my limits... | 
gripped at the mean guitar, glanced really scared at the fretboard, and started counting the frets.. 


"What's the first chord | play?", | asked, sounding really stupid. 


" The first chord?", Henkka doubted my words. " Is that another joke, Allu?!" 


" Ok.. | am flustered.. You make me nervous”, | blurted and they exchanged shocked glances at my 


helplessness. 


" So, its my fault now, huh?", Henkka shouted in frustration and a tensed pause fell among us before Roope's 


intervention: 


" There. There you gol", he said and gently took my left hand and placed it on the fretboard, putting my 
cumbersome fingers on the correct frets. "Relax your fingers, dude.. and your wrist, too.. There.. Does it.. 


freshen up your memory?", he asked, in his unique voice that always sounded mocking and sarcastic. 


" |.. | hope so..." 


OK, | got the first chord right. But after that, chaos followed again - and the pure dissonance of helll | couldn't 
follow the quick tempo, | messed up EVERY single chord and note, and when | should open my mouth to sing, 


the only thing that came out was my lame whimper messing up Alexi's lyrics - that made us stop again It 
was horrendous! 


" Come on boy! Don't be so stressed! Relax! Relax.. Are you fooling us, or are you completely out of your 
mind?", Roope asked and Jaska took over: 


" Allu, you sound as if you've never touched a guitar before..." 


" And that sound.. It's freaking, manl", Henkka grimaced. 


| collapsed at his last words, bursting into thunderous cackling, that eventually brought up tears of 
bereavement in my eyes, and my cackling turned into loud, mournful sobs. | couldn't do that anymore! Why? 
Why me? | hurled the guitar away, somewhere on the floor, not caring if it broke or not, and started punching 
my fists on my head, deranged - and what a spectacle it was, for my friends! | hated Alexi for fleeing and 
letting me ridicule myself! | hated him! | hated his difficult songs and | hated his fucking body! And as all the 
guys gathered around me, worried now at my mental and psychological state, patting my hair, trying to 
restrain me, | felt extreme heat and pressure within my temples, as if my head would explode like a ripe 
tomato. 


" Oh-oh! That doesn't look right! We must call an ambulance!" 


An ambulance? What the fuck? 


Jaska was pulling up my chin to have a full view of my face while he was sweeping lightly his finger under my 
nose. There was a mesmerizing, numbing sensation, as if a swarm of ants leaked out of my nostril and over 
my lips and it was just irritating. Ticklish and itchy. 


| was shit-scared. 


" He's bleeding. | think he's having something like a stroke?!" 


And that's when everything blacked out around me and | passed out. 


The next thing | remember, | was in an ambulance, and all | could focus on was the blue strobe light, flashing 
through the windows and the shrill squealing of the siren of the vehicle, transferring me to the nearest 
Emergency Unit at great speed The movement made me nauseous and | tried to sit up a bit, to puke, but the 
firm hand of the doctor pushed me down, flat again on the stretcher. Then | saw Jaska behind the medical 


staff, his face a contorted mask of concern, and | cried with ..relief? 


" It's OK Allu.. Everything's gonna be OK..", he tried to comfort me. 


| churned and puked all over my clothes - Alexi's funny T-shirt. | hoped he would forgive me for smearing 


vomit, apart from cum, over his precious clothes. 


In brief, they examined me for a stroke. Henkka, Roope, and Jaska testified about my weird and out-of- 
character behavior, starting with the morning befuddlement, talking to ‘myself, possibly under the influence of 
some questionable substance, making-up like a clown, about the parody at the rehearsal which was indicative 
of my condition, as | looked genuinely lost, had messed up my parts, forgotten my words and couldn't even play 
a single note.. They took blood samples and urine for testing; they tested literally everything, my vision, my 
perception, my reflexes, every minor detail, they even X-rayed my skull for any injuries, before preparing me 
for an MRI scan. | was starting to recover, feeling slightly better, but when they announced that damn MRI 
scan - well, that drove me bat-crazy! | didn't want to get ..entombed in that weird capsule! | was OK, but 
couldn't likely explain to them that all those peculiar symptoms were because | wasn't actually Alexi Laiho, but 
a desolate soul, encaged in the body | normally fucked! 


They gave me a strong tranquillizer - Xanax, in order to keep me immobilized and quiet during the scanning 
procedure, and inserted me into that scary tube, which was supposed to expose all my lover's secrets about 


his fucked up brains... 


The last thing | heard was the nurse's routine questions: 


" What's the patient's name?" 


"Marko Uula Aleksi Laiho..", Henkka's voice answered. 


" Do you have any ID?" 


" We.. We forgot it on the bus... I'll make a phone call to the right person." 


And then, soft music flooded my ears as | drifted into a dreamless sleep, which was disrupted by the 


monotonous, periodical clicking of the machine, cutting my brain into photographic sections.. 


Remind me to kill Alexi Laiho, when | am awake... Remind.. me... to kill.. Alexi.. 


5 - ALEXI: Alice Cooper and ‘tin-foiled Architecture. 


Author's Notes: 
Alexi is getting frustrated after Janne's collapse.. It seems the guys have reached a crucial junction and their 


situation is of no help at alll 


This is all fictional and is meant only for entertainment. | don't mean any disrespect for the people involved and 
| wrote this with tender feelings towards them. | don't profit from this publication and | don't own the band and 
the music that is brought up in this chapter (Alice Cooper, "Only my heart talking’). 


| hope that the wish-maker and whoever is reading this enjoys it! 


ALEX! - 5 - 


Alice Cooper and ‘tin foiled’ Architecture. 


It was past midnight when he opened my sky-blue eyes and peered into my face. He didn't seem to recognize 
me at once. | almost gasped at the spectacle: my eyes were rimmed with some cat-winged eyeliner strokes 
and it looked more like a mockery, than actually some signature component of my appearance. It was fucking 
ridiculous. But it didn't matter to me at that moment - | could make fun of myself anytime, so no big deall It 
was sweet that he tried to do it for me, in the first place.. What mattered to me was Janne and his medical 
condition - which was probably my medical condition.. But | swear, it wasn't a self-centered kind of concern, as 
| didn't give a shit about my health - | was young and death seemed to be sooooo far away! Well, Janne lying 
in that hospital bed, utterly worn and mad reminded me that death could actually lurk closer than | thought! 
He looked devastated. | don't think I'd ever seen him so forlorn in a hospital bed before. No. He was always the 
strong, the healthy one, taking care of my shit.. 


Right at that moment, though, he was dressed in a hospital gown, [Ved and connected through patches and 
cables to various monitors. He looked genuinely befuddled and dejected. He glared at me when recognition 


dawned on him and his expression took a sour twist, as if he was faced with something repugnant! 
" Babe... l'm sorry..', | told him and grasped the tattooed little hand that wasn't needled. 


He retracted it immediately with a jolt. 


" You.. You fucking jerk! You... Youl! | hate YOUI!", he snapped upset, gradually raising his voice from mere 
muttering to sheer yelling. 


| was flabbergasted That was the only thing | wouldn't expect! 


he was only shouting curses and words that one would regret once they came round, and | was shocked. 


" Go away! Just get the hell out of here! You fucking left me and now you play the cool guy, while I've been 
SUFFERING all because of YOU!", he ranted, and Henkka entered the room, because the monitors had started 


beeping like crazy now and his yells were apparently heard outside. 


| looked at our bassist, completely confused and sad, and he waved me to follow him out. A nurse barged into 
the room, at the sound of all those alarms, in order to check the patient. | wanted to lunge towards his place 
and take him into my embrace and, you know, hold him, pet him, pat his head, calm him down and, | suppose 


show him my affection, but Henkka didn't allow me. 


" There was an incident.. He.. l.. | don't know what's wrong with him..", Henkka set out to explain and | shivered 
- now what? Was that a side effect? " We are waiting for the MRI results tomorrow, to see what's wrong... 


He just.. He broke down, man.. He just broke down, like.. Shit. Like that!", Henkka looked really distressed now. 


" When did that happen?", | asked. 


" After you fled. He was acting so weirdly.. | should have understood, from the first moment today that 
something was wrong with him.. His face.. Oh, god.. And the rehearsal was... | can't even put it in words.. Such 
a debacle.. Jaska or Roope may tell you, but.. Man, you've never seen Allu like that before! I've never seen him 
so lost and.. | don't want to bring it back to my mind.. And then he started bleeding from the nose, like when 
you get a brain damage, and we rushed him to the Emergencies.. Dude.. Where have you been? | was trying to 


call you!" 


" |.. | needed some time alone.. You know..", and he nodded with comprehension. 


" He is so.. Christ! | hope the scans are clear and they release him.. | won't forgive myself if he is.. Fuck!", he 


almost cried. 


" He asked me to go away. He says he hates me..", | whimpered and my eyes flooded with tears. 


" Oh, Janne..", and he hugged me courteously. " He's had a difficult day.. Just give him some time...” 


" He says he hates me! Why?", | was crying in his embrace now, expressing my desperation, the desperation |, 
as Alexi, would be feeling, being real for the first time that day, sweeping my snot on his T-shirt, though | 


couldn't care less. " Is it because of our fight? You know | love him, right?" 


" Uh, | guess so.. I'm also feeling a bit guilty and so.. embarrassed, for ranting at him about his behavior 
towards you.. | regret being so harsh, given that apparently, he was not OK... l'm sorry, Janne... I'm so sorry..”, 
Henkka confided in me and we stayed like that, embracing each other, comforting one another, and definitely 


sharing our love for ME! Well, it seemed that | was so goddamn lucky, after alll 


They didn't admit me into his room. He wouldn't let me in and neither would he allow Henkka, to stay with him. 
It was as if Janne was turning into himself, like a recluse. | was fucking losing him and | didn't have the 
slightest clue how to win him back. Everything seemed so futile and vain.. My body had just collapsed, 
obviously unable to handle the change and Janne would have to pay the price, which might cost him his life! 
Fuck! | put my faith in the medical staff, hoping that nothing bad would happen to him in the meantime... 


Despite the shitty situation between us, | really wanted to hug him, out of human worry, even if that meant 
hugging my own body.. | mean, OK, that was not so gross after all.. Not at least as Janne had presented it.. No 
matter how short, girly, and inadequate | usually found myself to be, this body had offered me quite a few 
pleasurable moments and had lured in my big boy - Janne.. It definitely deserved a hug, you know... | shouldn't 
shun it in a difficult situation like that, even if it meant dealing with it, like a completely different person! And 
more important now, that it was hosting my own Janne... Maybe Janne needed that hug, too, you know... To 


calm down and feel appreciated.. At least, | would.. My body always responded positively to hugs.. 


| couldn't have one, though.. He wouldn't let me in. He was adamant. 


| took refuge in our bus. The atmosphere was charged and all our crew members were now openly worried. No 
mood for partying, only phone calls and then more phone calls to our management, to our company and to our 


families, so that they weren't informed through the media. You see, we had to cancel our next show, due to 


‘Alexi's' serious health condition, and they couldn't tell for sure if the incident would incapacitate him for the 
rest of our gig - or forever, who knows.. The dreadful prospect. He was supposed to stay in the hospital at 
least for one day, depending on the scan results. Should | be worried? | guess if Janne ‘malfunctioned’, then it 
was sort of my problem, too, right? | should have a say, in his condition, you know... But it was so out of the 
question, at that moment.. Imagine if the guys learned the truth this way.. How would they react? The mere 
thought was scary, nightmarish! 


| took off all of my clothes, remaining only in Janne's sexy underwear, and smiled musingly at the bizarre 
garment. He didn't wear kinky underwear in general - it had been mostly me who had been wearing goofy 


boxers and funny stuff.. Probably Janne might have intended to surprise me by wearing it.. 


| brushed my teeth and not having anything to wait for, | dived into my bed. Sleep took over almost instantly. | 
was exhausted after all. Drinking a few liters of beer all day and maneuvering that bigger body was more 


energy consuming, | guess, and | wasn't used to it yet - nor would | ever be! 
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The morning, | woke up to the sound of our beloved Alice Cooper's ‘Only my heart talking' - and a very familiar 
scent. It made me groan with pleasure. | breathed in the warm air, chasing blindly the odor - Janne's natural 
scent - and smiled eagerly to myself. The Alice Cooper song warmed up my heart, enhancing the sweet effect 
of waking up together with your loved one. It couldn't be just a dream! My heart fluttered - | could clearly 
smell Janne's presence; had he been cuddling with me? Blindly and guffawing content, | groped the bedsheets in 
search of his body, because | fucking craved to touch him, feel his skin onto mine, snuggle back into his arms 
and beg him to fuck me - but all | would find was the ruffled fabric of my sheets and nothing else. | was 
baffled; | would swear that | could fucking smell HIM, so where the hell was he? Our cheesy ballad was playing 
on the speakers - definitely, that must have been him playing it, to tease me good-morning. He had done that 
in the past, and | had cringed with the corniness of the whole scene, you know - but right now it felt so 
fucking good, so comforting.. | sniffed again and again, undoubtedly his natural odor and a faint whiff of his 
Hugo Boss cologne - only it wasn't him.. Couldn't be him. | opened my eyes and realized sadly that the familiar 
odor emanated from myself - because | possessed his body now, | was lying prone in the bunk in his sexy 


boxer briefs, all sprawled out and | hadn't showered the previous night.. 


My despair was unfathomable. Just like my urge to be touched.. | was alone in my bunk, sniffing on my body 
odor, getting off on the mere fantasy of Janne lying close to me. 


| burst into tears. | couldn't stand this torment anymore. | wanted things to go back to normal. | wanted him so 


badly... 


| dared a hand, down in my private parts, sticking it between my thighs, and was greeted by a raging erection 
that was pressed down by my weight, firm and.. you know... well-defined.. Fuck. It wasn't something | hadn't 
ever touched - or tasted - before, only now it reminded me of something forbidden and unattainable! 


However, it was still there, rock-hard and unattended.. | lowered the sexy boxer briefs and kicked them away 
to the foot of my bunk, freeing my long body from any physical restraint. My hand was still jammed between 
my thighs. Gripping firmly the sturdy shaft was comforting in a way, you know.. touching something familiar 
that also brought about so much pleasure - touching Janne... Fondling his balls, sliding the stretched skin over 
his shaft, tapping lightly the slit on the throbbing tip, driving his body to sweet fulfillment.. You know, it was 
part of our comforting routine, but it was always fascinating. The sensation made me shiver with desire. It had 
worked marvelously for us, in the past, when we lacked privacy and we hadn't come out to our bandmates 
yet... Silent horny nights in a tour bus and a hand job on mute from one to the other, to sustain us for the 
long run.. | closed my eyes, bringing forth those tender memories, and treated the body that hosted me with 
the same affection as Janne would deserve.. | was very skilled at making him cum, knew all the little things 
this body needed, tricks that excited him, and the exact amount of time it would take him to cum. | 
experienced his orgasm and it felt weird and very intimate at the same time.. It was unexpectedly 
overwhelming, feeling what | was usually causing him... | suppose, we never really know how someone perceives 
things that are common for everybody, and | was kinda lucky to be able to do so. | moaned his name again and 
again while soaking the sheets with his thick cum. And then the bitter reality barged in and | was desperately 


sobbing again.. 


Maybe | was louder than | intended, but at least, no one came to my aid. | was aware of my friends’ silent 
understanding. They must have heard me express pretty eloquently my clashing feelings, but they granted me 
my privacy, without prying in the bunk area, asking awkward questions, about obvious shit, and | was really 


grateful to them for that.. 


When | joined them in the front lounge, Jaska offered me a hot mug of coffee and patted me compassionately. 
The others stared at my scowling face with concern, too. Their interest was really sweet, but | just couldn't 
allow myself to indulge in it. Their words the previous day buzzed distastefully in my head, and | simply 


couldn't give in to their pampering. 


" l'm going to the hospital in an hour.. The results of the tests must have come out.. Do you want to come?", 


Jaska said hesitantly, but | shook my head, no matter how much | wanted to join him. 


| was scared of another wary confrontation, followed by another rejection. So, | didn't dare go to the hospital. 
Instead, | drifted in the city we were supposed to be playing that live show tonight, exploring its corners and 


attractions - spotting out some buildings that Janne might be interested in, architecturally speaking. He was 
fond of those super modern tin-foiled, abstract, curvilinear constructions and | had grown familiar with liking 
them too, although Architecture and Design was not my field of interest before. Missing Janne, | stared at the 
special architectural specimens | came across in my walk, through blurry eyes. Fuck - why was | turning so 
sentimental? After all, he was not, like, dead, you know.. The guy had just dumped me, following our bandmates’ 
advice.. How great.. And | was left to live in his body, with his taste in Architecture, as it seemed. Pretty 
normal.. Suddenly, | realized that those fucking buildings connected me with him and | felt closer to him in a 
way, merely by admiring them! | took out my primitive camera and took a few pictures to show him if we 


were ever going to become our true selves again. 


| bought myself a coffee and a big sandwich because | was getting hungry in the meantime, and bought a 
packet of Marlboros, too. | wanted to smoke so desperately, although my new body was far fitter than my 
own, and didn't crave the smoke. And after the lame sexual relief, | kinda felt stronger and saner.. So | didn't 
finish the fag, just took a few drags, to quench the mental itch and then discarded it, in order to avoid getting 
that body addicted to smoking, too. 


The results must have come out, and the thought was pestering me. | needed to contact him, or at least make 
a try, you know. Otherwise, it would seem as if | had abandoned him again, which was NOT true, for fuck's 
sake! | took my cell phone and dialed his number. It rang five times, and | had already lost all hope of getting 
answered before he picked it up. Hearing my voice was another shock for me, but, well.. who gives a shit to.. 


minor details, when there are more pressing issues! 


" Janne! |... l." - fuck, was | so lame? | couldn't even speak to him, form a simple sentence! 


" What do you want?", he retorted. 


" |.. | was looking at some buildings.. And thinking about you, you know...” 


" Well, congratulations! Unlike you, | have real problems to deal with..", he muttered angrily and it felt like a 


stab in my heart, you know... 


" | know.. But do you think it would have been better, if | was there, too, fucking up with the keyboards?", | 


referred to the rehearsal. "Do you think it's easy for me? For once, Janne, it fucking hurts!" 


" | don't know, Allu.. Perhaps they would think that we were fighting and teasing them.. And we would just stop 
the rehearsal - but we would be together in that farce, not like this! | am in a fucking hospital because of 


you, while you are strolling and sightseeing!" 


" Please, you make it sound unfair! | am worried, too..." 


" Oh, for real? Well, fuck off Alexi! Fuck you and your stupid head and your.. everything!” 


His machines started beeping again; | could hear the noxious noise. He was upset. 


" Maybe we could talk to the doctors about-", what | meant was our predicament, but he cut me, furious now: 


" What.. What the fuck are you talking about? Are you INSANE? They'll lock us in the psycho ward, you 
retard! Oh.. fuck youl Why do you have to be so stupidl", and just with those words, he hung up. 


| was brokenhearted. | know, so disgustingly, cheesily brokenhearted, but it was true, you know. | finished my 
breakfast having lost my appetite, and started wandering the streets again - sightseeing, according to Janne. 


| came across a small shop that was selling musical instruments. It seemed as if the Heaven's Gates were 
open right in front of me and without second thinking, | crossed the divine threshold and asked for an ESP 
guitar - or something resembling my Axe. They didn't seem to recognize me, so a tall, dark-haired guy 
shredding on a V-shaped guitar could pass for normal, | suppose. | could grant myself that small delight - since 
| couldn't get anything else. Playing the guitar always soothed my soul and in a way, it gave me hope that 
perhaps our lives would go back to normal and we wouldn't have to cancel another show, the whole gig, or our 


whole fucking lives... 


A comparatively big crowd had gathered around me, gaping at my guitar techniques, admiring my arpeggios, 
my taping, my whammy-bar squealing, and my sweep-picking. | thanked the salesman, bought some strings, a 
new strap for my guitar, and a few picks, out of politeness, and left the shop, having rehearsed my songs and 


wept, playing some hair metal ballads.. 


Damn, how much | missed my real life. My guitar and the hot sensation of the six strings on my fingers.. 


Would | ever shred on my axe again? And Janne... He was so negative towards me.. Would we ever be together 


again? Could he somehow forgive me? Even though | couldn't quite grasp what for.. Like all this was entirely 


my fault, because | was by default, considered to be the wrong one... 


And then | walked by the tattoo studio, the red-haired ‘Zakk Wylde’ from the previous evening had 
recommended. Without any hesitation, | got in.. | had a tabula rasa to mark with ink, all at my disposal! If | 
was to live in that body forever, at least | could fucking make it look more like „home, you know, make it more 
suggestive of my true self.. Make it mine, own it.. And somehow, | could bind Janne forever with me, by 
putting a mark on him.. My mark, my seal. He didn't have to know, for the time being.. Maybe he wouldn't need 


to know, at alll 


| explained the drawing | wanted to the tattoo artist and lowered my jeans before lying on his dentist-like 


chaise longue, with the legs open wide... 


6 - JANNE: Whose medical results? 


Author's Notes: 
Janne gets Alexi's medical results and he realizes a few things about himself and his loved one.. The extract 


marked with (*) belongs to Friedreich Nietze, in a free English translation. 


All that is written in this chapter is fictional and doesn't represent reality. | don't mean any insult or 
disrespect for the people who appear in this narrative. The part where Janne refers to death because of 
cirrhosis is not meant ironically and definitely not in a mocking way - it would be what anybody who cares 
about the other would possibly think.. So, please, don't scold me.. It's done in an affectionate way, anyway. | 
don't make any profit from this publication 


| hope this story still entertains whoever reads it. Thanks for reading and/or commenting, which is always 


appreciated. 


Two more chapters before this story is finished! 


JANNE - 6 - 
Whose medical results? 


| had woken up by the pressing urge to pee - but, it was impossible to do so, like a normal guy. The catheter 
they had adjusted in my dick, would do it for me, and fuck, it hurt like hell! Apart from that, | was connected 
to so many machines and IV bags, that the mere thought of standing up and walking was out of the question 
Then, to make things more complicated, | had been sedated, after the upsetting phone call from my boyfriend 


earlier this noon and the sense of loss and numbness hadn't abated yet. 


So.. | guess that was it! Not only was | ensnared in my lover's body, but | was also kept hostage in that 
hospital, like some weird species that needed further analysis! Like | had actually suffered from a stroke or 


whatever my friends had believed.. The truth was worse by far, but that was not the point! 


| wasn't even allowed to eat - the tubes would feed me, too! The tubes would feed me, the tubes would pee 
for me, the tubes would transpire oxygen through my nostril, in case | went through a hypoxemia incident... 


What kind of life was that, after all? 


And in the meantime, my sweetheart was strolling in the city, taking pictures.. | wanted to smash his fucking 


head - not the one he possessed now, because, crap, it was minel! 


Janne calm down, Janne, calm down, take a deep breath.. Ohmmmm.. | chanted silently because if my blood 
pressure climbed up to IT again, they would NEVER let me out - and they would prescribe me blood pressure 
medication, which would be really humiliating, for our age.. | was never hypertensive.. And | had never 
suspected that Alexi had the tendency to hypertension - quite the opposite, actually. Perhaps it might have 
been totally coincidental, my huge essence getting squeezed into that brainless vessel, tensing his frail frame 


to its limits - haha, black humor... 


Haha.. Yeah - how funny.. | hated myself for having those derogatory thoughts about him... | was supposed to 
love him - | loved him... | was supposed to admire him and respect him and, for fuck's sake, | did, | swear | did 
- in general.. But, not right now. All this had exhausted and scared me beyond my limits... And | was seriously 
worried about being trapped inside his body forever... Perhaps | should get affiliated with his blotched arms and 
his black fingernails.. Or his small frame - farewell my 1,83.. | should get affiliated with his cigarettes, his cars, 
his guitars, his clothes, his funny underwear, his apartment, | should get used to calling his parents ‘mum and 
dad’, welcome a sister in my life - his sister - even dealing with his stupid ex-wife - and lord, how much | 
hated all that ‘novelty’... It depressed me so much and all | could think of was how | FUCKING MISSED my lanky 
body, my potato-shaped nose, my ugly face, my brown hair, my OWN dick, and MY hairy belly - yes, the one 
that Alexi loved to hug and squeeze and plummet onto.. | missed my piano, my keyboards, and, fuck, | missed 
my mom and dad, my real parents, and my silly little brother, Antti.. | missed them all so much... So much 
that it was painful.. 


| was trying to muffle my gasps, with tears in my eyes, but apparently, the monitor sensed the high rate of 
my heartbeat.. It fucking started beeping again, not allowing me some privacy, to put my thoughts together, to 
think clearly - or as clearly as this brain could work without a cigarette.. Jaska came in, only to find me 


crying sorrowfully. 


" Oh, Alexi.. Don't cry..", he said and placed his arm around my shoulder, in a soft embrace, a bit hesitant for 
fear of uprooting a vital tube, or un-sticking a patch." What's it now, dude?" 


" |.. L. | need to pee..", and he smiled goodheartedly. 
" Well, be patient, alright? You are in a hospital, they have their rules...” 
" It hurts... | can't take it anymore...” 


" To be honest, | wouldn't like a needle piercing my dick, too, but what can you do, now? Try to forget about it, 
OK?" 


" Easy to say...” 
"Im sorry. ls there something else bothering you?" 


"| have to talk to Alexi to figure things out..", | mumbled forgetful of our present state, and stopped aghast, 


upon realization of what | had exactly said to our drummer. He didn't seem to take me seriously, but he was 


concerned about my mental state. 
" Oh, man.. You're still confused.. You mean Janne, right? You want to talk to Janne, huh?" 


" |.. | don't know.. l.. l'm not Alexi anymore..", | said on the spur - and despair - of the moment, knowing how 


futile my confession would be. 
" Nol Don't be silly! It's still you.. OK, you've had this little adventure..." 
" Little? You think that this is LITTLE?" 


" At least the scan showed no brain damage.. No hemorrhage.. And the blood tests were.. Not bad..", he said in 
a comforting tone and passed me a booklet with numbers, X-rays, weird pictures of Alexi's ‘dissected brain, 
undecipherable diagrams and diagnoses, that was lying on the nightstand next to my bed." The doctor will be 
visiting you pretty soon..." 


| went through the papers disheartened, under his supervision No brain tumor. No brain hemorrhage. No 
concussion. No aneurysm. No obvious injury. This brain showed signs that it actually did function right, after 
all.. Oh, the X-ray showed that Alexi would probably need to get a root canal on his first maxillary molar, but 
that would be a dentist's decision, and definitely not mine, although it would be me who would be undergoing 
the disturbing procedure... | had hardly noticed any pain in my tooth, but who knows... All those tranquilizers 
had definitely dulled any sensitivity.. As for the blood tests.. The numbers were pretty normal for our age, | 
suppose.. Mostly within the limits, apart from his blood sugar, that was a bit higher - probably because of 
the alcohol consumption combined with the stress of vomiting - his Vitamin D, which was almost nonexistent 
(I'd take him for a solarium!) and his transaminases, which were also elevated due to his permanent 
relationship with alcohol.. | knew that the doctor would be talking me into some healthier lifestyle and the like - 
so, unless | wanted him to die of liver cirrhosis, I'd probably take down notes and shove it in his face, once 
we'd reversed our fucking condition. I'd never looked at his medical records before - why would |? - and it felt 


quite intruding and indiscreet.. Knowing stuff that was not meant for me... 

" Awesome..", | muttered and Jaska smiled at me. 

" Well, not that bad.. Certainly, you could do worsel", and | huffed. 

" And what was the bleeding for? Why am | here?", | asked. 

" It was probably coincidental.. You got over-stressed and you suffered a panic attack Your blood pressure 
rose, and that's how you got the nose-bleeding; all that pressure needs to release itself, so your nose worked 


like a safety valve. You were pretty lucky..", and | snorted - yeah, pretty damn sure... 


" So, when do they release me?" 


" | don't know yet.. But you don't have to worry about it! We'll do whatever is best for you regardless of the 
time it takes! We are worried about you and we love you, brol", and | started crying again. | don't know why - | 
became lame and fluffy again, all that sudden rush of affection was overwhelming.. " Hey, Allu, you miss him, 


don't you?", Jaska went on, seeing my reaction 


"| „l don't know.. | need.. | think | need a priest..", | said between gasps and sobs, unable to explain my 


complicated emotional state. 


A priest would be my last hope to reverse the situation. Why hadn't the tests shown any hints of the body 
swap? Were the fucking tooth and the fucking SGOT the only symptoms of our mutual ..exchange? So, if our 


case wasn't medical then.. then probably a priest or a witch could work it out. 


Jaska didn't grant my wish for a priest - he was actually worried by my request and thought it best to call 
the doctor for another round of Xanax.. Fine.. It could serve me fine! Sleep it off, and who knows, perhaps my 
idiot boyfriend would figure out the solution all by himself, while ..sightseeing! Was he any serious, at all? 
Christ.. 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN mwwuwywywuwuwuwuwuwnwuwnwnwnwnwnwnwnwnwnwnwnwnwnwwnNnNAN 


When | opened my eyes again, the brown eyes | was born with were staring back at me. (..When you stare long 
into the abyss, the abyss stares back at you..)* | gasped, almost in terror! He looked intoxicated and disheveled, 
his eyes were glistening, swollen and red, as if he had been crying. He hadn't shaved; his chin and cheeks bore 
the stubble of two days, patchy and irregular. His hair was unkempt. His mere presence in my room upset me, 


but | tried to keep quiet and calm. It helped a lot that | was still under the influence of the tranquilizer. 
" Please, don't shout at me..", he implored and | complied, not uttering a word at all. 


| scrutinized my face, my body, as they were both used by Alexi and it seemed weird. | had missed everything 
about me and seeing me looming above my head was comforting in a way - a proof that | still existed, 
somehow - and definitely not as bad as it had felt like the first day. | wasn't the Next Top Model, OK, but | 


wasn't looking like shit, as well.. The new perspective was strange but not totally unwelcome. 

"| was told about the tests..", my alter-ego said in a soft voice, in a means to approach me. 

" You must see a dentist", | declared coldly and regretted it instantly because the familiar face contorted with 
dismay he tried to suppress. " And your transaminases are high - maybe they are stoned, like you, who 


knows..", | tried to sound humorous - unsuccessfully, as he grinned bitterly. 


" Yeah... l'm a piece of shit, | know.. You must hate me even more now..", he said and bit his lower lip in an 


attempt to control his expressions and mask his sorrow. 
P P 


Why did | talk to him like that? Why should | hurt him? What sort of perverse reflex was that, to demean him 


in order to ingratiate myself with his sorrow? 


" | wish | could hate you..", was the least severe | could give him in response. " But | can't. | fucking can't..." 
" You said you hated me..” 
" | did. l'm sorry", | admitted, 


" Oh... It's OK..", he accepted my apology so easily, without any protest, as he would normally do. He didn't give 
me a reason to rant at him and bash him, so we remained silent for a few minutes, exchanging furtive, guilty 


glances at each other. 


" „Ummm, have you ever had any treatment for that upper left first molar? Why would they talk about a 


root canal?", | broke the silence in the least appealing way. 


" A root canal.. Man.. You wanna know about the root canal? Seriously? | don't fucking care, dude! | dunno! 
Maybe.. Maybe a dentist did some shit up there a hundred years ago - | don't fucking give a damn", he 
dismissed my obsession with that molar tooth, but | did it to distract myself from the emotional pressure. 


" Well, | do care, if | have to use that mouth. I'm scared of such things... 


" Janne.. A root canal is not THE fucking problem, you know! Do whatever you want with my teeth and my 
mouth, | trust you - | really do! Just.. Just kiss me! Can you do that for me? ‘Cause that's what | care about, 
basically..", he sounded desperate and he pulled closer to me. | scoffed at him. 


" You want a kiss? Oh, for real? | don't think you deserve that!" 
That made him retreat from his advances, looking genuinely dispirited. 


" „0K. OK, Janne.. | see.. Then.. OK, could you open that mouth and show me the fucking tooth... If that's the 
closest | can get to you, | wanna face my fucking problem", and | smiled content now, opening my mouth for 


him to inspect. Maybe | was harsher than necessary. 


He inserted an exploratory finger, timidly, and ran it along my upper front teeth, before reaching the 
problematic molar. | closed my eyes and savored the sensation. Without looking at my pianists hand, doing its 
tricks in my mouth under Alexi's sway, | had to admit that it felt sensual. | imagined that it was anyone's hand 
- Alexis hand, basically. The finger tasted subtly of cigarettes, which differentiated it from my real self. Alexi 
usually tasted a bit smokey... It was easier to accept that. Looking at myself, but not tasting exactly like 
myself, was a crucial difference at the moment. A difference | needed to cling to, in a way. | closed my lips 
around his finger and sucked it languidly. He swirled it, pressing my tongue with the pad and sliding it deeper, 


mimicking the movements of oral intercourse. It was damn hot. 


" Does.. Does it hurt? ..The tooth?", he whispered in my ear and | inhaled deeply. 


| whimpered, incredulous of how aroused this simple gesture could make me. My dick ached as it twitched into 
life, because of the catheter and | opened my eyes wide, unable to believe in what was just happening. He 
extracted his finger from my mouth, with an innocent gleam in his eyes. How could he evoke such innocence on 
my face? | thought that | always looked a bit logical, solemn when not comical, sarcastic, or maybe good-willed 
when | was in the right mood - but not innocent. | think that the last time | had looked innocent was when | 
was nineteen years old - before Alexis charming presence had corrupted me. Yet he managed to elicit that 
kind of expression on my face and all | could do was admire it. | gaped at him - and for an instance, | wasn't 
staring at my face, but at my lover's, because his unique soul was infused into my expressions, had seeped 


through my brown eyes, tinting my face differently, and it looked „wondrous! Simply wondrous. 

" How can you do it? How can you make my face look so much different from what | actually do?", | asked him 
" hve no idea.. | just.. | can't keep Alexi at bay, | guess.. And | enjoy making you horny, you know..", he blushed 
" Damn you, Allu.” 


" Ive missed you.. All | think about is you.. Please, let's.. let's figure out something together.. See an occultist? 


| don't care what, lIl try anything! But let's do it 

" When | asked for a priest, Jaska looked at me scared and | was given Xanax. So.." 

"Xanax, huh? That could be fun, you know..", Alexi acted like his typical self and | wanted to slap him. 
" Fuck off, you dick! Don't you dare spoil my body! And comb your hair, you make me look like a hobo!" 


" Hey, it seems you've already done more horrendous things on mine - or you wouldn't be lying in that bedl", 
and | just flipped him. 


| wanted to throw him my pillow, but all the leech-like tubes that were attached to my body reminded me of 
their existence by stinging me at various parts (some of which might feel quite obnoxiously) and therefore | 
had to stop in my tracks. At least we were smiling at each other, and it honestly felt good... It was nice to 
tease Alexi - and it was nice to have him tease me back. All that familiarity and emotional proximity and 


intimacy we had been sharing for all these years had found their way to leak through, in that single instance... 


" OK, | promise that once | am out of here, we're gonna look for help.. Maybe a hypnotist or a therapist could 
help.. Or an occultist, as you said..", | told him and | touched his hand timidly, before retracting it automatically 
as if | had indulged in something completely inappropriate. 


But | knew that he had noticed and valued it, no matter how hard he tried to keep his composure, afraid of 


pressing me into doing something | wasn't prepared to do. 


Since my medical results were not so alarming, the doctors released me from the tubes and patches that 


were keeping me hostage on the hospital bed, but they recommended that | stay in for at least one more day, 


as a precautionary measure. Which resulted in another postponed show, for the time being - but no one 
grumbled about it, as they mostly cared about ‘Alexi's' welfare. You see, Alexi was irreplaceable and everybody 
wanted him safe and sound and in one piece. Well, if only they knew.. This new postponement gave us some 
extra time to work on a possible solution, seek some specialists on the internet.. We would cover up for the 
two missed shows - that was for sure, playing later on during our North-American tour, or at the end of it. 
It wasn't even a problem for us if we prolonged the tour because all we wanted was to keep our fans satisfied. 
But the real ‘elephant-in-the-room' problem was our swapped identities.. Should we reveal the truth to the 
other guys, no matter how unbelievable it would sound, and face shit together? That would be the ultimate 


option... 


The first thing | did when | was finally disconnected from the machines was to take a relieving leak in the 
toilet, standing upright on my two legs, like a man, even if | had to see the world from I,65! And dude, that was 
pure bliss.. It was one of those little things we take for granted, but really evaluate when we are deprived of 
them. After my quick relief, | entered the shower and was about to wash my petite body, when the nurse 
walked in, to stop me because | was not allowed to do this on my own, in case | fainted and got injured! They 
wouldn't debate with me on that, it was the hospital's policy, so, | had to comply and wait for Henkka to arrive, 
to give me a bath - like a baby. | didn't want Alexi to do it for me, because it still felt a bit awkward to sit 
naked and helpless in front of him, while still in that perplexed situation He didn't cringe, though, but accepted 


my explanation with unexpected apprehension. Maybe he empathized with me, who knows.. 


Henkka took good care of Alexis body, considering that the last words he had told ‘him' was that he would .. 
punch ‘him’ if 'he' mistreated Janne. He seemed remorseful of his bashing tactics and | didn't want to stir any 
memory of that - | only made a mental note not to talk shit about Alexi to the other guys, and just talk 
straight to him instead. That said, provided that everything would turn back to normal again. 


" You know, Alexi, once you are out, we're throwing a party on the bus for your ‘return’... We thought we'd 
lose you, so | guess you deserve some ..good vibes, with music and a little - mind me, a little - booze, 
especially after our harsh words ..and perhaps we could get you closer to Janne, if you are not still mad at 
him..", Henkka said playfully, as he was rinsing my hair. 


A party. We'd always partied hard, so why not? | didn't mind - quite the contrary; the idea sounded awesome 
and maybe it would be a safe way to approach my crazy lover again and take one step forward.. Getting 
completely drunk and blinded by the disco lights in our bus might help me touch him more intimately.. Because, 
god only knows, how much | yearned for an intimate touch! That little, hyper-alert body of mine was always 


ready to remind me! 


1 - ALEXI: .We are young, we are free, sipping on booze 
on a sunny beach.. *l 


Author's Notes: 
One chapter till the end! And | have to admit that this might be my favorite of this story, and not only 
because of the SEX that is elaborately described (RED ALERT, RED ALERT)... But first, | have to clarify the 


following: 


|. we never met Alexi Laiho and Janne Wirman in life, personally, not to mention seeing them naked, or .. 
whatever, more intimate! So all that is described in this chapter derives from my bountiful imagination, 
in hope that it serves them right! .. hough, l'm not sure if | would like anyone, more knowledgeable on 
the subject, to confirm or refute me... 


2. | wish | could include the song "We got the moves" by Eskimo Callboy, as the main theme for the party 
scene, but | am fully aware that the particular song was written about I5 years ahead of the timeline of 
the story, and the characters could not possibly play it. That's why | could condescend with the real 90's 
stuff, such as Masterboy's "Feel the heat of the night" (which is pretty dark, actually). However, in this 
jittery time-plane that the story evolves, please, allow them to listen to Eskimo Callboy along with 
Masterboy and 2Unlimited! Or, you are advised to do so, to feel the vibe.. 


3. Just to-get-us-known-better, | will disclose a personal fact: two of the songs included in this chapter 
were played during my wedding (lets see if you guess which ones...) 


| don't own the characters and the bands that appear in this story, | don't mean insult or disrespect to them 
and | don't profit from this publication, which is written under pretty specific conditions. The references made 
here are: 

*| "We got the moves" - Eskimo Callboy 

*2 "Mystify" - INXS 

*3 "Kings of Metal" - Manowar 


*4 "In your face" - CoB 


*5 "| would do anything for love" - Meat Loaf, 


and there is the direct reference to Poison's "Lay your body dowr". 


Enjoy! 


ALEXI - 1- 
We are young, we are free, sipping on booze on a sunny beach.. *! 


| was so eager to have him back, in our tour bus, that the day of his discharge, | was restless! | had 
showered, shaved, and treated my hair, so as to look presentable. | applied the ointment to the new tattoo | 
had got done a couple of days ago and was rather careful, not to mess up with my clean clothes. | banned all 
thoughts of any possible stir it might raise - Janne was likely to get pissed off, in case he actually saw it, but 
that would demand having me stark naked in front of him, which was out of the question, according to our new 
status... But then, if he was willing to get me stark naked, then, the hell with it! So be it - it would be worth 


the fuss afterwards! 


We had bought a lot of bottles of alcohol and dozens of cases of beer, of course. Henkka had catered for some 
solid snacks so that our priceless patient wouldn't irritate his sensitive stomach with alcohol. Whatever... Very 
thoughtful of him, | mean if it was up to me, | wouldn't even think of putting anything else in my mouth apart 
from booze, smoke, and.. uh.. you know what. Janne would definitely stuff my body's mouth with all kinds of 
delicacies Henkka had prepared, from cherry tomatoes, nuts, and dried fruit, to fresh fruit, crisps, garlic bread, 
sandwiches, pastry pies, meatballs, grilled sausages and cheese rolls, cheese balls, grilled cheese, cheesed 
cheese... Hell.. All that shit, that made me nauseous already merely by looking at them, neatly lain in big 
platters on our little bus-counters! Oh, Janne did value food - that was so characteristic of my big-boy... | 


just wished that my small stomach would digest all the things he would fill it with! 


| was rather anxious about his arrival. Last time at the hospital, we had made some progress and it had felt 
like home, you know.. Could we possibly figure out a way together, or was our thing kinda lost forever? The 
thought bothered me a lot because | wasn't ready to give up on us yet, but if that was what Janne wanted, 
well.. | guess there was nothing | could really do about it, right? | was about to light a cigarette, too 
preoccupied with my stressful thoughts, but | stopped midway, out of respect for his body, and opted for 
munching on a carrot that Henkka had peeled for the party, which looked like a cigarette, at least, from an 
inspired perspective. My big-boy was hungry and the carrot only made things worse, so | had to stuff more 
into his mouth if | wanted to endure the party! So | picked a pickle sandwich and some sausages and devoured 
them for his sake. There you go, filling up that teddy-bear belly, before he had shrunk to smaller, ‘Alexi' sizes... 
Henkka glared at me: 


"Its for the party, you greedy idiot! You gotta wait", but | smiled at him, flipping him my middle finger, 
shoving a couple of cherry tomatoes in my mouth, that tasted really sweet and good.. 


„Just as sweet and good were my purposes for the night, hopefully... | had plans and | meant to put them 
forward. | had spent the whole day just contemplating in my lonesome bunk, and ended up to the conclusion 
that no matter how strange it would be to have any intimate contact with my physically separated-from-my- 
soul body, | could give it a try, you know.. | would avoid inspecting the awkward anatomical details, for sure, 
but with the use of my depraved imagination, maybe | could get it up and pull through the ‘storm’... It would 
still be Janne encaged in there, no matter if | would have to use my fucking brains to remind me in time 
before aversion took over.. Maybe we could use blindfolds to avoid embarrassing encounters - which could be 


quite kinky.. Provided that he was positive to give it a try. 


It was already late, the sky was black and a huge full moon was shining behind the scattered buildings and the 


trees outside, casting its eerie light on our bus. The atmosphere was kinda romantic and mystifying, which only 


brought up the same-titled song by INXS¥*? to my mind. | started singing it to myself, out of nervousness, but 
my voice - Janne's voice - was not qualified for the.. opera, so | asked Henkka to play it for me on the stereo. 
He only flipped me, showing me his ass emphatically, so, yeah, that's pretty much how we prepared for the 
party.. Screw that! We had tried various songs on our stereo, made a big collection of dance, pop and techno- 
rave music from our youth - songs we grew up with, in puberty, in the 40s, listening in the mainstream clubs 
in Helsinki and on MTV, so | guess our tour bus would resemble more a bus full of high-schoolers on an 
excursion, rather than a bus carrying a bunch of professional death metal musicians on tour. But that could 
be fun and, you know, music was music, so.. Its not like we would skip the stuff that was closer to our 
tastes.. Tons of pure metal was compiled next in line with the dance hits, from poser ballads to death metal 
hymns! | always thought that Darkthrone could stand perfectly next to Poison and Masterboy, but if my 
mates heard Janne express such an opinion, they would look at me curious.. It was an Alexi signature 


statement, for sure... 


Jaska was trying the lights and we were all ready and waiting, in a ‘stand-by’ party mode, hoping that our 
‘petite-frontman' would share our enthusiasm for fun. If it was actually me, the one returning from hospital, | 
would already be dancing and drinking - but | couldn't vouch for Janne and his moods... Like me, he was such a 


helpless actor.. 


" Oh, let's put some music on and have something to drink while we're waiting!", Roope said and | thought that 
his idea was brilliant. | mean, | couldn't resist a bottle of cool beer... 


Then the door slid open and in jumped our manager escorting our little frontman into the front lounge. All of 
us started screaming and clapping cheerfully for his return, blowing some party horns and raining them with 
confetti. He seemed a bit thinner and worn and his face was pale and delicate, devoid of any color. He also 
looked even smaller as he was enshrouded in a loose black hoodie and sweatpants two sizes bigger than his. He 


smiled hesitantly and walked in with cautious steps, receiving our staff's hugs and pats on his frail back. 


| was the last one to indulge him. My heart was beating so fast that | thought | would have a heart attack in 


the meantime. He gave me a timid smile. 


" Welcome back, Alexil", Jaska cheered out and Roope placed a makeshift conical cardboard hat on his head, cut 


out from the beer packaging. 


" Our strong warrior is back! Woo..!" 
i Healthy and horny like a bulll?" 


" Ready to rock, dude?!" 


" „We like it fast, we like it hard, we got the biggest amps, man they blast" 


Everybody was saying stupid words of encouragement that verged on sleazy cheesiness! | loved Manowar, but 


| knew that Janne was not a big fan.. 


" |.. | need to go inside a bit..", he mumbled and scurried into the bunk area, leaving us speechless behind. 


Manowar was still blasting from the speakers masking the tension in the air, but everybody felt awkward. 


| waved reassuringly at my friends and followed him into the bunk area, while the rest granted us some 


privacy for that reason. 


| found him sitting on a lower bunk, crying, muffling his gasps. He looked so pained and panic-stricken. Fuck - | 
had to comfort my whimpering self! | knelt before him and put one firm hand on his knee, tucking a stray 
blond strand behind his ear. He didn't even dare to look directly into my eyes. 


" Hey... It's OK! It's OK, Janne...” 
" | feel like shit.. | feel like a fool, trying to be you, but failing in every possible way!" 
" No! You're doing fine! Just fine...” 


" Oh, Alexi.. Everybody will understand the farce.. And, what do you think will happen, if we don't get things 


restored?" 


" We'll find the way, | promise.." - damn, if | knew what | was promising about, but, well, at that moment hope 


was all that we had. " Please, look at me..", | asked him gently, pulling his chin up, to meet my eyes. He smirked. 


" Well, look at me, what do you see, another trophy, another®* - fuck, | don't even remember our lyrics... l'm a 
failure, how can | pretend to be you?", he cried and | pulled him in my embrace. Pampering my own body 
seemed amusing and surreal - | wished | had had the opportunity to hug and pat and comfort my depressed 
[38-year-old self before self-harming; that would make sense, that would be of use. But, anyway, | could 


honestly understand his worries. 


" Well, first of all, it says: Well, look at me, what do you see, another trophy, a living fucking dead beat, Close 
your eyes, fake a step with me, Youre soft, got no time to waste..** And | hope that you'll not need to learn 


how to sing it, because your voice sucksl", and he laughed desperately, trying to follow my humorous mood. " 


And | think this part sums up all we must do, you know.. Close your eyes, take a step with me..” 
" Yeah, easily said." 


" We can try. But first, lets make you pretty, OK? I'll help you with the eyeliner this time, because uh... last 


time it wasn't even any close..", and pulled him upright, heading for the mirror. 
How light did my body feel - shit! 


| softly padded his soaked eyes dry with a napkin, and | brushed the silky hair, exposing my familiar face, a 
blank canvas at my disposal. It felt quite tender, standing like that, facing each other, taking care of him - it 


was intimate... 


Well... It was like making-up, without a mirror, so no big deal for an expert like me! | gave him another 
encouraging smile, as he was staring at me with desperate anticipation. And | started applying the black kohl 
pencil on the rim of my admittedly seductive big blue eyes. Or, | thought they looked so, because it was 


Janne's soul reflected in them and not just stupid-me.. 


" There you go.. You see?", | showed him the final result and he smirked." That's my boy!", and | pecked him 
instinctively on the lips. He froze in place and stepped back, blushing like a virgin, looking kind of nonplussed. 
Perhaps | was too eager to make advances. Damn.. One step forward, two steps back." I'm sorry... | didn't 


mean..." 
" You see? | can't kiss you - it unnerves mel Its.. It's not normal, Allu.. | can't even look you in the eyes.." 


" Then don't! It's OK with me! | can cope with that, you know.. Until we get help.. But don't deny me - it breaks 
my heart.. l.. l.. Please..", | was on the brink of a breakdown "| could blindfold your eyes so that you don't 


have to look at mel" 
" Blindfold?" 
" Yes! Please, say yes! | can use one if you want! It wil be fun!" 


So | convinced him to use a blindfold. | found one of my silly scarves stashed in my baggage, not having used it 
for a while, and wrapped it around his newly black-rimmed eyes - so much effort, to hide the beautiful result, 


but what to say.. | would do anything for love ®?, no matter how ridiculous that would be. (And, yes, | would do 
that) 


He seemed to entertain the concept of the blindfold and got into the role easier than | had expected. | dragged 
him out, like my puppy, at the party and guided him to the food-counter, because he was hungry and needed 
food to sustain him. Our bandmates looked weird at the blindfolded ‘Alexi, but | gestured reassuringly that 


everything was under control. 


" Now what! Are we having group sex?", Roope said and everybody laughed out loud - even Janne, who choked 


on some cheese balls. 


" | think I'll use a blindfold as welll | dont want to watch all the shit that you two are up tol", said Jaska 
pointing in my and Janne's direction. " And who knows... So horny am |, that | might find Henkka, or even Roope 


attractive for some quick reliefl", he joked. 
" Get your hands off, you dick", Roope retorted and we all chuckled." We should have invited some ladies... 


.90, that's how we ended up dancing all together in the front lounge. The music was frenetic and loud, the 
strobe lights stupefying and the alcohol flowing endlessly within our group! | kept an eye on my weak lover and 
helped him with the drinks and the food and yes, he seemed to relax and get into the appropriate mood at last. 
He even took off his shirt and started dancing - Jane's unsynchronized break-dance, but it was kinda 
acceptable.. The blindfold, no matter how weird a solution it was, provided him with some cover (like an 
ostrich) that gave him the courage to participate, without being totally exposed. Jaska had followed his 
example, tying a pair of lame, knee-height socks together and around his eyes, with a ridiculously dirty result, 
but that was the point, you know. And Roope had put his black briefs on his head, like a kinky mask, so it 
seemed that our party had suddenly obtained a concept! Jaska had taken off his shirt and he was dancing 
sensually around something that resembled a pole, rocking his loins, and after a few drinks, | found myself 
grinding in his embrace, before lap-dancing in Henkka's arms. All band members and our road staff seemed to 
veer off their standards, but it was fun - Finnish fun, you know... | had become sweetly intoxicated myself and 
the beat was so elevating that | was getting restless. 


And horny. All the 90's music and the booze, the friction and the vibe, and the blindfold theme that led to 
awkward endeavors and embarrassing touches among us, was damn arousing... | found myself licking Henkka's 
naked, sculpted torso, making advances in my inebriated frenzy. 


" Hey, hey! Wrong body, dude..", Henkka laughed at me and steered me in Janne's direction " That small, cute 
guy over there should be your target! Go get him", he said in my ear and shoved me in his direction. Then he 
pushed both of us into the back lounge, closing the door behind. 


| guess they were all prepared for such a turn, because he slurred back to me, in a conspiring tone: 


" Take your time, we won't be bothering you.. And, easy with lil'Allu.. Because the patient still needs re-cu-pe- 
ra-ti-onl! Don't send him back to the hospital with your naughty antics!" 


We were left alone, in the back lounge. The music was dubbed, but still audible, outside our closed doors, 
providing us enough privacy and some discreet sound, to dress the foreboding silence between us. The couch 
was already made up sloppily with bed covers and pillows - apparently prepared as a bed for two, and | bet 
that was Henkka's romantic arrangements. | mused on their sweet amenities, seeing that there were two 


bottles of beer, a bottle of red wine, and a plate with aphrodisiac grapes on the stand. 


But what was most important was the body, standing blindfolded and disoriented in the middle of the empty 
space between the couches - and | had to admit that after a few drinks and a thousand shots, | found my 


appearance quite seductivel Mmmmm.. 


" We are alone, Janne..", | informed him, taking a swig from one of the beers, offering him the bottle 


afterwards, helping him to his lips. He sloshed a few sips, wetting his bare chest, before answering. 

"I. F know..", he stuttered. | could discern his heart beating fast, pulsating beneath his transparent skin. 
" How are you feeling?", | asked. 

" Good, | guess..", and | approached him. 


| snatched a few grapes from the plate and crunched them delightfully in my mouth, relishing the sweet taste. 
Then picked another handful and offered it to him, straight into his mouth. He accepted my treat eagerly, and 
brushed his tender lips on my palm, as he opened up his mouth to suck the fruit in It felt hot and wet. 


" Nice music, huh?" - they were playing ‘Lay your body down’ by Poison, which was cheesy as fuck, | know, 
but damn sexy at the same time... Felt like swinging my hips to the slow, sensual rhythm. 


" Yeah.. That's.. That's great... | know you like Poison." 


" Can | touch you?", | asked finally, stuffing his mouth with more grapes, running a finger across his bare 
chest, along his thin, tattooed arms. | was well aware that the sensation was arousing - at least for me; | 
would get off on such a feathery touch, so | thought that it would work the same for him, you know.. Which, 
kinda did. The body responded the same way as usual! 


He shivered and inhaled deeply, swallowing the fruit, licking his lips, trying anything to smother his pleasure. He 
looked seductive when shy. The blindfold was still firmly wrapped around his eyes, and not being able to discern 
my face accurately, in the dim light, | found him alluring. | mean, | could give him a nice fuck, for sure - and 


fuck me, yeah.. 
" Allu...", he whined. 


" Please?", | closed my eyes and ran my tongue on his collarbone, so lightly that | was pretty sure it gave him 


goosebumps. 


He didn't shun me, but savored the sensation | raised in him with a low whimper, anticipating more. He opened 
his lips, exposing his teeth and | sneaked a finger in, just to feel the hot and humid softness of his tongue and 
mouth. | glimpsed down at his body and could tell for sure that he was hard. | could read all the telltale signs - 
and that was a positive side of our genuinely fucked-up situation. So, | decided to start kissing his torso, 


without asking for permission, swirling my tongue around the small nipples that were already stinging hard with 


lust. He smelled clean and was wearing some cologne that | couldn't recognize and which was definitely not mine 


- and, this kinda helped me, not identifying him with myself.. Those minor details that made him different.. 


He let out a hushed moan and it encouraged me to put a hand on his abdomen - my taut muscles flinched to 
the touch. | caressed him with affection and upon his response, | removed my finger from his mouth and 
replaced it with my lips. For a moment he froze still and | was afraid that all the magic and the lust and the 
haze would evaporate within a second, but | couldn't retract myself from his lips, | was yearning for the mere 
contact, the minimum sensation, so | took the risk of ..elaborating with that kiss. He surprised me with an 


imperceptible, cooperative movement of his mouth, so | opened up to take him in. That's when he stopped. 
" Please, Janne.. Don't stop..." 
"It's weird..." 


" Yeah, but it's still us, you know.. And.. Take it as an opportunity to see the other side, learn my secrets, the 
way | perceive you, the way your mouth feels when you kiss me.. But please.. Don't stop... | need you.. l.. | love 
you..." ~- God, how lame my own words sounded - and how humiliatingly desperate | was. But it was true, all | 


said was true! 
He seemed To relax in my arms and | continued: 


" You don't have to look at me, if thats too much for you.. But after all, it's still us, you know.. And you can't 
deny, that even your own body is so pent-up and horny, right at this moment, that it hurtsl", and | placed his 
hands on my bulging groin 


He giggled like a schoolgirl, but groped at my anatomy intimately. 


" „| am quite big, after all..", he said shyly, still fondling my erection, barely constrained by the pair of jeans. | 
was already leaking, getting sticky and messy, but, the fuck! 


" Yeah... Indeed.. You are actually quite big.. And you feel perfect when you are inside of me..", | whispered in 


his ear. 


" Ill need some wine..", he murmured and | opened the bottle for him, bringing it to his mouth - the way | 


used to nurse him with a beer during our shows. 


He moaned content with a few gulps of the drink and buried his face in my hair, nuzzling on my shoulder. | 
needed to feel more of him. | opened the fly of my jeans and lowered them, along with the underwear, 
remaining completely naked, and then | guided his palm on my balls and my erect shaft. He reciprocated the 
touch and let me remove his sweatpants and underwear, so that we were both completely naked, skin touching 
skin, our erect shafts poking at one another, burning hot and throbbing and ..Ohh... Fucking hell! He grabbed me 
with his hand and stroked me, manipulating the slit with his thumb, smearing precum all over my tip. | think 


that was the moment that instinct took over and cell-memory worked, for once; our body cells acknowledged 


each other and responded to the familiar sensation, as if nothing had changed between us. 


Curious and bewitched by the spectacle of my horny self, moaning with lust simply by stroking his lover's 
shaft, | fell onto my knees and put the dick that | had been endowed with, into my mouth. He was caught off- 
guard and nearly stumbled onto the floor. | steadied him with my firm hands in time, leading him onto the 
couch, in a sitting position, with his thighs open apart, before | sucked him hard and deep. 


Tasting myself was weird and fascinating at the same time. It was a familiar savor, similar to my scent | 
guess.. | mean | had occasionally smelled my own body odor, you know, but putting that flavor in my mouth 
was „unprecedented. And the shape of my erect dick was something I'd never thought | would ..trace with my 
tongue, but, you know, after the initial shock, it was just a dick - which felt quite full and adequate, in fact! It 
filled perfectly into Janne's oral cavity.. Maybe | should be less resentful of my body, | mean, it didn't feel any 
different in size and shape from Janne's and.. you know.. It was just an erect dick in my mouth that felt good! 
But the reactions on my face, as they were expressed by Janne were something to gawk at, making me CRAVE 
to bring him to his limits, drive his orgasm - and, lo, when that happened, so quickly, and unexpectedly, | 
couldn't help but swallow my product and be grateful for that! 


" Oh, Allu.. Oh, god.. Oh, babe.. Mmmmmmm', he tried to smother his moans, as he was spilling his essence 
into my mouth. " You're gross, you know... But, oh... That was..." 


" Perfect?", | asked, trying to decipher the aftertaste of my cum, enhanced with all the drugs they had given 


him in the hospital, lacking the sourness of nicotine. 
" | fucking need you..", he admitted. 


" You know, it wasn't that gross, after all.. And, I'm not that bad.. Quite hard, although | think | could last a 
little bit longer.. You didn't exploit all my assets..", | blabbered and he lunged forward, onto me. 


" Shut up!", and he kissed me. | responded, of course, and we ended up kissing and touching intimately for a few 
long minutes, that felt so fucking perfect, before he broke the ‘silence: " Your taste is the same... If | don't 
look at you, then it feels like before.. And, | must admit, that my mouth is VERY adept at blowjobs.. You made 


good use of my assets!", and we laughed. 


" Do you wanna feel your BIG HARD DICK inside of you - and tell me if it's worth being with you?", | leered in 
his ear and forced his delicate hand into the hell-pit between my thighs. 


My horny lover gasped and leapt onto me blindly, surprising me again, curling his lean thighs around my waist, 


rubbing our groins together. 


" Am | doing it right?", he asked me and | huffed. 


" Yeah.. You are. You are perfect. .. Though | think | could use that blindfold myself for this... | can't bear looking 


straight into my ass, you know...” 
" Oh, | can assure you that it looks really cute... Pink and tight.. Like a little rosebud, ready to blossom." 
" Ohh, shut up, you, tardigrade..", and | picked up a T-shirt from the floor, to cover my head, like a hood. 


| laid him on his back, on the couch gently, and fumbled my way blindly between his slack legs. | was so eager 
to fuck, that my hands trembled with anticipation. All my precious memories of the two of us, in bed, 
together, filled my brain driving me crazy. | was really hard now, and was afraid that | might injure my frail 
body, with my inexperienced and clumsy moves - because, it was basically Janne fucking me and not the other 
way around, you know.. Not that we hadn't tried to change roles, but we seemed to feel more comfortable 
with him on top... It would be the same again, due to the body swap, but | was feeling a bit insecure about 
controlling his body, taking on his role, you know... 


| couldn't find any lube in the darkness | had ‘imposed’ on me, so | spat a good quantity in my palm and traced 
him between the thighs, poking my finger at his ...seam' to open (yeah, uhm... yeah, you know..). He grunted, a 
bit shocked, and flinched to my touch, but | caressed his torso, to calm him down and gain his trust. 


The muscles of my body gave in easily, so | pressed two fingers in and explored my interior‘, pretty 
astounded by what | discovered. | marveled at his grunts that had transformed into sensual, inviting moans. His 
chest was slick with sweat, | could feel the droplets clinging to my chest hairs, ticklish and itchy. So, | stroked 
my hard dick and positioned myself for penetration. 


" U.Use more lube, please.. Or spit..", he requested timidly and | listened to his advice - because, he fucking 
knew better than me - it was his assigned duty, after alll 


And then | was into my body, digging languidly my way further in, eliciting my partner's moans - and it was 
Heaven, | swear; pure fucking Paradise! | thought my heart would stop, you know! 


8 - JANNE: Reverse thrust upon a bumpy landing 


Author's Notes: 

Last chapter of the story! Thanks to everybody who read this story till the end and commented. | hope you 
enjoyed it as much as | enjoyed writing it. Once again, | remind you that this is apparently all fictional, | don't 
own the band, the people and the music that | refer to throughout this narrative, | don't mean harm or 
defaming to the people involved and | don't make any profit from this. It's just for the sake of entertainment. 
The song references in this chapter are: *1 COB "In your face", *2 is a small pun on Twisted Sister's "I am (I'm 
me)" song and lastly *3 belongs to the song "The sleep of reason" by Death SS (Halian favorite band, | truly 


recommend). Enjoy! 


JANNE - 8 - 


Reverse thrust upon a bumpy landing. 


It hurt like a motherfucker - but | liked it! The more he hurt me, the more | wanted! Was | insane? 
Masochistic? | must admit that Alexi was far gentler than | would expect him to be, considering the fact that 
he was under the influence of alcohol, completely stressed out and desperate. | never thought that my erect 
member would inflict such searing pain to my fragile lover and | somehow felt sorry for every time | had 
hurt him, thrusting in ferociously, just the way he wanted me... Well, there we were, tangled together, engaged 
in a passionate ‘duel’, me maneuvering his petite body while receiving all the arduous pressure and the 
consequent pain and he, impaling me with his throbbing, merciless sword, which, at least | was not obliged to 
watch! Perhaps, that was my nemesis.. But this new status gave insight to the other one's perception of our 
sex, and it was pretty intimate and sensitive. And hot as hell! | tried to guide him through his ..inner ‘landscape’ 
that | was so sweetly familiar with, by pushing the sturdy buttocks in the correct angle, the desirable 
direction, hitting the target - and he was quite receptive to my instructions. 


| knew he wouldn't last long, he was so painfully hard, that it would be impossible to prolong it. 


| wanted him to come.. | was so damn eager to feel his excitement culminate and reach completion finally. The 
sensation was so fulfilling, and his well-aimed strokes, got me aroused once again - something | had seen him 
experience occasionally, when we were making love before, but living it in my own skin was another level of 

euphoria. All| could do was give in to passion and groan his name - Allu.. Allu.. Alluuu.. - over and over again, 


unable to avoid ..melting and writhing and disintegrating to a gooey pulp under his weight! 


When he rode his orgasm, filling me with his cum, | finished again, onto his hairy belly, smearing another shot 


of hot-load that was unexpectedly discharged from the hyper-sensitive lithe body. 


| felt his palm muffling hastily my growls that had become apparently loud, to the point of being audible to the 
rest of our crew in the front. | hadn't even noticed how loud | had yelled until he hushed me with that ..gentle 
gesture. | licked the inside of his palm mischievously and earned his mirth. Being integrated into that devilish 
little body made me dangerously naughty - like Allu himself! 


" Oh, Janne.. That was... Fuck, that was heaven..", he whispered in my ear and all | could do was nod blindly in 


his presumed direction, with the smile of Crest plastered across my face. 


We shared some wine straight from the bottle and chewed some more grapes, relaxing from the ecstatic ride. 
| was happy, | truly was. Then, | snuggled in his embrace, completely worn out, and lay still for a couple of 
minutes, savoring the clustering feeling of his arms. My real body was exuding so much warmth and it was 
soft and ..ample, that only now did | grasp why he had always loved to cuddle in there. It was not only a 
matter of different sizes; my body was really inviting to nestle, and the embrace gave off a sense of security 
and affection.. | guess that was some reward for not training.. Yeah, even the boiled macaroni body type 
deserved some reward! It was kind of cute. He stirred a bit - uneasy Alexi, no matter what - and then | felt 
the sheets and the blankets enfold us both, in a warm cocoon, as we were lying attached to each other, naked, 
sticky skin, onto sticky skin, sweaty and.. yeah.. Getting a shower was completely out of the question, so we 


slithered in our sleek mess completely flabbergasted and euphoric. 


Suddenly, he removed the blindfold from my eyes and took my face in his palms. Surprisingly enough, | didn't 
get the urge to vomit, gazing at him in such a compromising position, still experiencing the aftershocks of the 
double orgasm on my borrowed body. He was looking at me with a huge smile, which reminded me of my 
astonishing skills in oral sex, and my not-so ingratiating looks, that had eventually seduced Alexi Laiho. But it 
didn't matter anymore, because it was not our charming looks that we were gazing at, but our souls. It was 
pure love that we shared, and nothing really mattered, not the teasing, not the silly fights, not my unruly hair, 
not my big nose, not my lanky body, not that he was obnoxious as hell and addicted to smoke and booze, but 


the unique gratitude for sharing one such precious moment together again, which | had somehow written off.. 


We kept studying one another with dilated pupils, silently, actually exploring our own selves as if we were 
external observers, looking into each other's psyche, feeling the clicking geometry of our bodies, so perfectly 
matching (and latching), breathing in our natural scent, embellished with a shot of sex hormones, allowing our 
limp bodies to linger in a moment of mutual affection and pure union. | knew it was HIM. For me, it was just 


HIM, no matter how long our thing would last, or what the future would bring. 


And it was just then that | realized how precious such a feeling was. Looks and beauty mean nothing, as this 
twist had proven, they were fleeting notions and snapshots in time, susceptible to change and traumatizing 
events. What mattered was to be able to see him in myself and see me in him! And by looking in those hazel 
eyes that originally belonged to me, | could find my lover and fish him out! 


| tilted forward and kissed him, kissing me. 


" Damn you, Allu.. | could lose you a thousand times.. But finding you and having you back is worth all the pair! 
Even if | have to fuck myself and smoke your fags..", | said and he chuckled. 


" Well.. That doesn't sound that bad.. But.. Thank you..", he murmured, kissing me back, for another languid 


passionate session 


And then | suppose that sleep took over because | relaxed and let my consciousness drift. 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN NNN NN NNN NNN NN NNN NNN 


| was awakened by the morning sun rays that sneaked into the back lounge where we were sleeping, through a 
gap in the curtains. It struck me straight into the eye and | groaned disgruntled, burying my face deeper into 
our blankets. | wasn't ready to quit the sweetly mesmerizing stupor of our deep slumber yet; it was so warm 
and nice and relaxing in our little cocoon and my body felt heavy and ..dismantled, as if hit and run over by a 
freight train! | didn't even want to open my eyes, in case the magic of our connection would dissolve after a 
sad confrontation with reality. It was so quiet, so peaceful in the back lounge, no sound coming from the front 


sections of our bus, so | assumed that everyone was still asleep. It was a tough party after all 
| nuzzled my face into Alexi's hair and breathed in deeply his familiar scent. 

His familiar scent. 

| was sniffing at Alexi's natural scent. 


The mere realization had me opening my eyes wide, alert of the change! | blinked and looked in front of me. 
Blond strands of silky soft hair were tickling my nose and they undoubtedly belonged to Alexi, whose head was 
resting under my chin, as was its designated place, under normal conditions! In fact, | was holding him tight 
onto me - and not being into him, as was the last days' nightmare. | was squeezing the small body, not leaving 


him space to slip off or move at alll 
Had our situation been reversed? 


| swept his hair back and peered into his face - and that was definitely HM! My heart started beating madly 
fast. Alexi was sleeping like an angel in my arms, unaware of my priceless discovery, his face so serene and 
beautiful - the face of completion and orgasmic high.. | moved my hand, which was trapped under his 
shoulders, still keeping him within my grip, and studied my fingers, opening and closing my fist on my accord, 
looking for all the crucial details that revealed the truth about my identity! These were my hands, no tattoos, 


no black nails, and, what a heartwarming surprise it was, to have them back! 


Tears were welling in my eyes, because reversing back to normal from the dire situation was so unbelievable 
and so desperately welcome, that | got emotional. | tried to muffle my sobs, as my beautiful lover was still 


sleeping like a log and | didn't want to disturb him. He must have still been depleted of his energy, and tired 


after the hospital ordeal. | pulled him closer to me, caressing the frail body, | so much adored, resting my hand 
between his lean thighs. 


| liked to touch him there. It gave me a sense of control over him which always worked for our benefit. His 
skin was sticky, from the previous night and deliciously warm, the tender foreskin coating his beautiful dick 
that | had grown to know better, his slack balls.. So tempting, all at my disposal and whims... 


| could by no means fall back asleep again because the temptation and the gratitude | felt were overpowering. 


My brain blasted me with questions, as | was toying with his supple, surrendered body. 
How did that happen? What had taken place and we were back to normal? 


| couldn't pinpoint a particular moment last night, or someone playing strange tricks to us, nor did | recall 
participating in any weird ritual. Though, | couldn't help thinking that it was indeed some kind of magic that was 
placed over us, meant to bring me and Alexi closer, in a more considerate and conscious way. Accepting him 
and accepting me, because both of us were flawed, but perfect, at the same time. | guess | could put up with 
a cigarette, if | was to fuck his tender, tight hole - though, | swear that it was not the sole motivation; | loved 
him! | pressed him in my embrace and kissed the crown of his (stupid) head with affection 


Slowly, | slid lower, into our bed, under the blankets, and traced his naked body with my palm. And then with 
my tongue. He tasted luscious and salty, so | nestled my face in his groin, which was burning hot, by that 
moment. | huffed in the condensed air, full of our combined pungent scents, which, for some reason, 


exhilarated me immensely, driving me horny-crazy and started licking his limp shaft to erection 


It didn't take long for him to be fully extended, filling up my mouth to suffocation. After all, | had an adept 
mouth at giving head, right? It didn't count that the previous night my body had served him that way - | felt 
that | had missed taking him into my mouth and savoring him till exhaustion. He was still immersed in profound 
sleep - and it felt even more tantalizing, probably his body was registering all the vivid activity in his nether 
area, like the morning, functional test, so he didn't stir to wakefulness. He only let out a low, nasal whimper, as 
he was unconsciously the recipient of my services, and | enjoyed his total submission to my initiatives. He was 


feeling safe and relaxed close to me, so he literally trusted me with his precious little body. 


| worked him with my mouth languidly, to culmination - and it felt as if it was Holy Communion | was 
swallowing after alll | licked him clean of all his juices, completely yielding to my animalistic instincts and when | 
was done with it, | returned to my previous position, content, cradling his body in my arms like a teddy bear. It 
was enough for the moment, despite my inevitable arousal that was poking at his butt-cheek persistently. | 
would take him later when he would be fully awake and aware of the magical news - and | would make him 


moan and scream my name, | swear, in celebration of our restored situation! 


It seemed that | had drifted back to sleep because sometime later, | was violently shaken awake by his 


enthusiastic yells. He was literally bouncing like a child on our bed, shouting my name: 


" Janne! Janne! Woke up! Its over! The fucking shit is over and | am me again! l'm back into my body! Look!" 


| hoped no one had overheard his enthusiastic shouts. 


" What's the time, pikkuiner?", | asked him lost and baffled and he glared at me: 


" Who gives a flying fuck about the time?! Look at me! What do you see?*"", he shouted cheerfully and | 


couldn't help quoting our own lyrics: 


" „Another trophy, a living fucking dead beat...*!?" 


" Oh, fuck of fll", he flipped me as he jumped off the bed, rushing naked to the bathroom, unable to contain his 


overflowing elation 


| heard him bumping on one of the guys - it was Jaska again, for Christ's sake - asking him the same dumb 
question as he did with me - "Jaska, look at me! What do you see? Its me! Its me! | am - IM ME*4! Not your 


ordinary monster!#**" - which was probably the most obvious and preposterous thing in the world for anyone 
who hadn't had any idea of our body-swap predicament. He was so talkative and loud, like a cheerful toddler, 
quoting and singing random lyrics that fit the occasion, and | wondered if it was only the relief of reversing 


into normal or the morning hormonal release | had granted him, too. 


Jaska barged into the back lounge, where | was still lying, swaddled in our blankets, and gestured to me if Alexi 


was crazy - which he was, in fact, as we all knew the answer. 


" What did you do to him last night? He is a completely different person", he added and | showed him my 
middle finger, with a sneer. | guess he got my message. " Oh, better not tell me! | don't wanna knowl! At least, 
can you make him stop yelling that He f Alexi Laiho Again, because he will wake everyone up, and unlike you 
two, guys, we didn't have such a ..relaxing night! You wouldn't like to have him sweeping and mopping the floors 
and washing the dishes from yesterday, would you?", he said, before Alexi re-entered the back lounge, 
refreshed and happy, swinging his hips and swirling his dick like a propeller! Christ, what a stupid guy... But | 
liked that stupid guy! His cheerfulness was transmitted to everyone around him! 


Jaska waved at me in exasperation and left us alone, to take care of our ‘business’. | got out of bed and 
stretched out my muscles before going to the bathroom, to relieve my real bladder. With the corner of my 
eye, | noticed Alexi suddenly get suspiciously quiet, crouching back onto the bed - horny, little bitch, again, huh? 
- was my first thought, but his expression was a bit alarming, not the ‘fuck-me-now' face | was expecting to 
see. In fact, he was looking at me with fear in his blue eyes and awkwardness... He acted just like the toddler 
who had done something wrong and was trying to escape being told off.. 


And then | understood why he had gone quiet all of a sudden He was indeed fucked up! Looking down, between 
my legs, | noticed a weird, bluish shadow that wasn't supposed to be there.. At least, not to my knowledge. A 
new addition.. High on my left thigh, there had blossomed a brand new tattoo of a barb-wire, matching the one 


Alexi had on his left arm. It coiled around my whole thigh twice, forming a wreath or a ring of some kind. | 


looked at it dumbfounded and then it dawned on me that it was my beloved boyfriend's bequest, marking my 
body the same way he had marked his own! He had never coerced me into getting a tattoo myself, while | was, 


you know, myself, so he slyly got what he wanted, when he had my body at his disposal.. The fucker! 

| glared at him, and he returned an innocent, cute, lash-batting gaze, accompanied by a lopsided, guilty grin. | 
was barely keeping myself from barging at him and banging his beautiful head onto the wall! That was my 
obnoxious little bitch! 


Remind me to kill Alexi Laiho, now that | am awake.. Remind.. me... to kill.. Alexi.. before fucking him senseless! 


| picked up my leather belt from the floor and whipped the air twice, as a warning, glaring at my target with 


an evil smirk. 


The end 


> 


